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bo i 4s O, at Fork, 


SIR. 
2M Addreſs to you, is not only a Debt of Ho- 


"hour, but the beſt Cover under which I 
cailla ! frank theſe _ REMAINS of our Pg 
Friend. 

AMONG the Feeteys and other Papers you have 
fogenerouſly communicated, I find by one of the 
former, dated from Sidney College, Aug. 15. 1725, 
he acquaints you, that, Hie had been lately at Lon- 
don, '-where he found ſufficient Encouragement to 
umdertale a Tranſlation of Ovid's EPISTLES, which 
he had made ſome progreſs in, and hoped 70 finiſh 
in half a Fears time. 

Ap in another Letter of the 16th of Novem- 
Seri following, he ſays, he is aſhamed to mention 
the [low Progreſs he made in Ovip. But adds, 
that, he had gone through eight EPISTLES, Viz, 
Sapho to Phan; ' Oenone to Paris; Paris to 
Hellen; Penelope to Ulyſſes ; Ariadne to Theſeu s; 


Dido to cAEneas; Leander to Hero, and Hero to | 
Leander, A 2 1 


ToFLoR1o at York. 


have opened this Volume, with the above - men- 
tioncd EPISTLES,” except that among all his Papers 
in my Cuſtody, I could not find Hero to Leander 
(nor is Leander to Hero quite finiſhed) but inſtead 
of the former J have inſerted part of Laodamia to 
Proteſilaus; which I rather choſe to let go, as I 
found it, than ſollicit the perfecting of it by any 
other hand. 

NExT follows, his 3 or, the MisTREss. 
Wherein, every Addreſs to this Lapy (be ſhe ima- 
ginary or real) will be found wholly free from the 
groſs double Eintendre of our modern Poetaſters. 
In all his Love Yerſes, Ovip and WALLER were the 
Patterns he choſe to imitate; his Tranſlations have 
the perfect Idiom of the one, and his Originals the 
genteel Turn of the other. "Theſe are closed with a 
tew occaſional Copies, and his laft Performance, 
The Epiſtle to the King, on his Acceſſion. Y 

Taz remaining part of this Volume, conſiſts of 
his Exerciſes at Appleby School (which you were 

pleased to tranſmit) and of a few others wrote by 
him, while ar the Unzverſety ; concluding with ſome 
Curious Pieces of his Friends, which he had col- 
lected, and tranſcribed among his own Papers. 
IE Two other Poems have been added to make 
this Volume <qual to the former, and as they were 
very ſcarcc, and have of late been very much. en- 


quired after, it is preſumed the inſerting of them : 
here will not be unacceptable. 


I am, Sir, your moſt lined, 
King's A humble Servant, 
1727. | Wn, E. C. 
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Miſcellaneous POEMS. 


Select ErIs TL Es from O VID. 


Sapho to Phaon. 
The ARGUMENT. 


I have often, and very juſtly I think, ranked this 
beautiful Epiſtle of Ovid's, among his Maſter- 
pieces, both for its refined Touches, and ſofteſt 

Strokes of Nature; the Diction is ſweet and 
harmonious, the Sentiments delicate and tender; 
and in ſhort, ſuch as a Lady of Sapho's amo- 
rous Diſpoſition, as her celebrated Ode repre- 
ſents her, might very juſtly, and very happily 
be ſuppoſed to write. 


Vo“. II. 5 In 


— ae DO IEEE Ge EA RO IEECE ae 


In the Deſien of this Epiftle, Sapho kindly p- 
braids her Lover Phaon (who had left her and 
fled to Sicily) for his cruel and abrupt depur- 
ture, and by very paſſionately deploring bis ab- 
ſence, endeavours to regain his Affections; con- 
cluding with this Reſolution, either to recover 

his Love, or abate her own, by throwing her. 


. ſelf from a Rock in Leucadia, famous for re- 


lieving Perſons in her Diftreſs.. 


- 


1 S then this Hand to Phaon's Eyes unknown? 
Is Sapho then fo ſoon forgotten grown! 


Can no Remembrance of a former Flame, 


What not my Love! reflect the Writer's Name? 


Nor tho' unuſual Strains my Meafures tell, 
Enquire a Cauſe you ſure muſt know too well: 
Alas! no more the Lute, no more the Lyre, 
Untun'd by Griefs, my Lope ſick Soul inſpire: 


Mix. 
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Miſcellaneous Pot ws. 3 


Mix'd with my Tears, my mournful N umbers flow, 
And my ſad Numbers breathe the Voice of Woe. 

Alas! I burn —— but Sighs my Flame inſpire, 
As Winds thro' kindled Corn diffuſe the Fire. 

To glowing Etna faithleſs Phaon goes, 

While more than «Etna in my Boſom glows. 


Mellifluous Muſick now no more can pleaſe, 

Muſick can only charm a Mind at caſe; 

Soft ſoothing Arts on me unartful prove, 

For as they ſoothe, they fan the Flames of Love; 

In vain, my kind Companions, once ſo dear! 

With ſtudy'd Wiles, amuſe my gloomy Care ; 

In vain their friendly Avocations pleaſe, 

Love turns the very Med'cine to Diſeaſe: 

Love's warmer Fires the former Friend controul, 

For Phan, deareſt Phaon ! fills my Soul! 

Phaon ! ſo ſweet he ſmiles, then ſighs ſuch Darts, 

That ſurely tis an Heaven to loſe our Hearts! 

Like Bacchus, wou'd the Charmer bind his Brow 3 

Like Phebus, tune the Lyre, or twang the Bow ; 
„ Bacchus 


Miſcellaneous POE ms. 


Bacchus at his, might feel freſh” Bluſhes riſe, 
And Phæbus truſt his Arrows to his Eyes, 
Yet both theſe Gods, the Power of Love confeſs'd, 
1 Beauties warm'd their Heavenly Breaſt 3 
Be utics, that neter like me, ſoft Meaſures knew, 
To court thoſe Gods, as I have courted you: 
Let, tho my Numbers flow, ſurpaſs d by none, 
Or to ſublime Alceus yield alone, 

Tho' evry Mute inſpire my {ſofter Sergio: 

While Phaor's deaf, alas! I ſing in vain! 

What tho' perhaps my Face can boaſt no Arts, 
No Female Magick of alluring Hearts; . 

Yet Nature, for that tranſient Power declin'd, 
With Wir's ſuperiour Power improv'd my Mind: 
Short tho' my Stature, yet my lofty Name - 
O'cr the wide World diſtends my deathleſs Fame; 
If fair I am not, yet a ſwarthier Face 
Cou'd charm young Perſeus to a dear Embrace. 
The jetty Turtle ſeeks the ſilver Dove, 


Yet both, you know, are call'd the Birds of Love. | 


With 


Miſcellaneous POEM. 5 


With various Colours, various Colours join, 
And Vivids with Cerulæan Azure ſhine: 
But if ſuch Nymphs, as not your Equals prove, 


You ne'er can love, alas! you ne'cr can love. 


Non ſhould I think too humbly of theſe Charme, 
That once could win a Phaon to my Arms ; 


That once for ah! how Love records each Joy! 


That once alone could Phaon's Soul employ! 
Ev'n Trifles then, like Magick Charms could move, 
And ev'ry Trifle was a Charm of Love: 
Whene'er my Muſick breath'd, you bleſsd the Song, 
And oed my riſing Neck enamour'd hung | 
With ſpeaking Eyes confe(s'd the pleaſing Pain, 
And with a dying Softneſs drank the Strain: 

At ev'ry Note, you led away a Heart, 

At ev'ry Look, receiv'd a double Dart; | 
Till panting at the flowing Joy we ſigh'd, | 

Mix'd our warm Souls, and into Life we dy'd! 


B3 Tus 


6 Ai ſcellancous Pokus. 


Tae foft Sicilians now thy Soul ſabdue; 
Gods that I were a ſoft Sicilian too! 
Nor boaſt, ye Nymphs! the Conqueſt of your Eyes, 
Tho' glorious, yet deluſive is the Prize! 
If ye, like me, the Tempter's Oaths believe, 
Too ſoon they'll conquer, and too ſoon deceive ! 
Proy'd by my Fate, experienc d are his Arts, 
And conſtant only, in deſtroying Hearts. | 


On Yenus ! ſince Sicilia owns thy Power, 
To theſe fond Arms, the roving Youth reſtore ; 
Indulgent to my Strains, afford a Cure, 

Or teach my Soul her Sorrows to endure. 
With my firſt Years, began my early Grief, 
And muſt Misſortunes lengthen with my Life! 
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Corroding Sorrows canker'd all my Bloom, 


Sprung from my Parents too untimely Tomb: 


My Brother next opprobrious to our Race, 


His Fame polluted by a lewd Embrace: 
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A Pyrate now, repairs his ſquander'd Wealth, 
'And what by Luſt he loſt, regains by Stealth, 
Oft with a Siſter's Care, the Youth I Warn d, 
But he my Care, with haughty Taunts return d; 
A much-lov'd Daughter's Fare diſtracts me now, 
Adds Grief to Grief, and Miſery to Woe! 

Yet, theſe Afflictions, Reaſon might controul, 
Did not more deep Afflictions ſting my Soul; 
Did not thy Wrongs, the laſt,” the greateſt prove, 


For neither Death, nor Fortune wound like Love. 


No more my Robes the coſtly Fair diſplay, 


No more my Fingers dart a Diamond Day; 


No more my flowing Looks enſtarr d, exhale 


The clouding Odours of Arabia's Gale ; 
But, all diſorder'd with the ruffling Air, 
Denote a Mind diſorder'd more with Care: 


On whom ſhould theſe alluring Arts be ſhown. 


But him I love? And him I loye is gone! 


J 


B 4 What 


8 Miſcellaneous POE Ms. 


What killing Arrows wound my tender Heart? 
Yet, ſuch is Love, I bleſs the killing Dart. 
For ſo the Fates my vital Thread ordain, 
And ſure they ſpun it from a Lover's Chain! 
What Arts I try to chaſe my Cares away ? 
How all my Actions all thoſe Arts betray ! 
In vain I touch the Lute, or ſweep the Lyre, 
Soft Muſick but indulges ſoft Deſire : | 
Harmonious Charms in vain my Fancy move, 
For ah! far ſtronger are the Charms of Love, 
Far ſtronger are thy ſoft enchanting Charms! 
Who would not die to claſp thee in her Arms 8 
For thee, Aurora, Cephalus might ſcorn, 
Nor bluſh to paint her Paſſion on the Morn; 
Cynthia, for thee, Endymion might deſpiſe, 
And gild her Creſcent with thy brighter Eyes : 
Venus would place thee with the Gods above, 
Would not thy Charms ſupplant the God of Love. 
Oh dear enchanting Youth! tranſporting Boy ! 

The Bloom of Life, the Spring of Love enjoy: 
To 
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To my ſoft Breaſt in Tides of Tranſports flow, 
There Phaon, — take the Love you won't beſtow. 
See! while I write, my Eyes in Torrents ſtream, 
To kiſs, and mingle with dear Phaon's Name! 
Dear Phaon ! Yet this Phaon left me tho 
Can Lovers leave a melting Miſtreſs ſo? 

Could no deceitful Sigh, no lying Tear, 

Expreſs at leaſt a counterfeited Fear! 

If not your Love, your Gratitude to ſhew, 

Lou might have utter d formally, Adieu. 

Nor could that Accent, like this Silence wound, 
Thy ſoothing Tongue had ſoften d the harſh Sound. 
No Kiſs you breath d, the Lover's laſt Relief, 

Noc Kiſs receivd, nor left me aught but Griet ! 
No Gift I gave, nor cou'd my Gifts impart, 
So pure a Token as my love- ſick Heart ! 
No binding Vows we join d, our Faith to prove, 
Alas! I truſted to the Bonds of Love! 
Nor, had I known your Flight, had utter d more 
Than — Live, and love your Sapho, as before. 


By 
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By evry Muſe that Cer my Mind poſſeſs d, 
By Love, that Guardian of thy cruel Breaſt, _ 
When doubtiul Fame at firſt proclaim'd thee gone, 
Such ſwift cold Shiv'rings thro my Pulſes run, 
My ftartied Soul alarm'd by Grief, like you 
Had ncarly fled, her Phaon to purſue; 
Specchleſs a-while I bore this deſp'rate Strife, 
And ſcem'd a frozen Monument of Grief: 
'Lill Storms of Sighs that long impriſon'd lay, 
Burſt out, and ſtream'd in Tides of Tears away. 
| Diſtracted, griev'd, I beat my lab'ring Breaſt, 
And each Extravagance of Grief expreſs'd. 
Leſs pang'd, the widow'd Parent makes her Moan, 
Leſs oriey'd, deplores her dead, her darling Son. 
My Brother too, if ſach his Nature ſhows, 
With an inſulting Pride enjoys my Woes ; 
With ſcornful Comfort counterfeits Relief, 
Intruding breaks, and aggravates my Grief. 
Thy Daughter lives (he crics) then why theſe Cares! 
* And whence this Female Flood of idle Tears? 

1 At 
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At this, I rave, my wounded Boſom tear, 

And raging, to the World my Wrongs declare; 
Accuſe thy Crimes, regardleſs of my Fame, 

For Love, alas! is ever blind to Shame ! 

And what is Fame, or all, compar'd to thee? 
Thou! thou art Fame, Life, Love, ah!--- All to me! 
Thy dear Idea all my Soul employs, Ss 

Streams in my Tears, and ſparkles in my Joys: 

Thy dear Idea wounds my loneſome Days, 

By Night, my Griefs, with kinder Dreams repays: 
When bound in thoſe ſoft Banes, I taſte thy Charms, 
; And ſink incircled in thy ſofter Arms: 

Then, then I feel thee to my Soul return! 

Phaon, the ſame in all, except thy Scorn. 

Then PHaon ! then, thy balmy Lips I preſs 3 

And then, thy balmy Lips repeat the Kiſs! 

Repeated Killes animate Deſire, 

And breath'd in Whiſpers blow the riſing Fire 
Till kindling at a Soul- diſſolving Sigh, 

Fainting, O er- powerd I pant and melting dic 


I Away 
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Away in Joys, that only Lovers know, 

In Joys, that only can from Phaon flow : 

In Joys, that ſoon their Author's ts betray 3 | 
Like Phaon, charm!— like Phaon flit away! 
Wing'd with the Dawn, they take their haſty Flight, 
And the Morn bluſhes at the dear Delight ; 
When I, again deceiv'd, again betray'd, 
With ſtudy'd Slumbers court the fleeting Shade; 
In vain, — the Sun emergent, pours the Day, 
And the deluding Phantom melts away. 

A Stranger to the balmy Joys of Reſt, 

Raving I riſe, and beat my throbbing Breaſt z 


Frantic, to ſome Night-{haded Grot repair, 
Wild as my Thoughts, and dark as my Deſpair ; 
The Grot that once our mutual Pleaſures knew, 
In plaintive Echoes murmurs to my Woe ; 


O'er the rough Rocks, my muſing Eyes I roll, 


There view the ſavage Image of my Soul; 
See Nature's Hand her ſimple Works impart, 
Superiour to the Mimickries of Art. 


How 


 Miſcellantous POE NMS. 13 
How thick-brow'd Rocks with moſſy Horror frown, 
And wildly emulate the poliſh'd Stone; f 
O'er-· arching Foreſts crown the ſolemn Scene, 
And wave with gloomy Pleaſure o'er the Plain. 
Oft, as I ſigh my former Joys, explore 
Embrown'd with Shades the dear frequenical Bower ; 
Each Bank, the Treaſury of Love ſurvey, 
But find, alas! the Treaſure loſt away 3 
Preſs the dear Place, where dearer Phaon lay, 
And ſigh, and weep, and lumber out the Day: 
Bath'd with my Eyes, the Graſs my Anguiſh wears, 
Imbibes my Woes, and ſeems to weep my Tears. 
As livery'd with Grief, the Groves appear, 
And ſeem, like me, to ſhiver with Deſpair ; 
The Groves in leafy Tears, their Phaon weep, 
And the ſad Birds their Songs in Sorrow ſteep; 
No tuneful Notes amuſe the ſilent Plains, 
No Sounds, but Ph:lomela's mournful Strains; 
With Phzlomela's Strains, I murmur mine, 


And to her Tereus, faithleſs Phaon join. 


To 
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To Slumber ſacred, and ſerene Repoſe, 

In ſilver Sounds a cryſtal Current flows; 

A flow'ry Lotos ſhades the velvet Green, 

Fans the cool Streams, and paints the floating Scene ; 
Here, as I late repos'd my weary Head, 

An azure Nereid roſe, and riſing ſaid, 

«© Unhappy Nymph ! by Love betray'd, ariſe, 

ce And boldly ſeek the fam'd Leucadian Seas; 

% A Rock there ſtands by great Apollos Fane, 

A Charm for thoſe, who love like thee, in vain: 

« Deucalion once by Pyrrha's Scorn oppreſs'd, 

© Hexe quench d his Flame and freed his lab ringBreaſt; 
“The Flame revivd, in Pyrrha's Boſom burn d, 

& And all her Scorn to ſofter Paſſion turn d: 

<« Like him reſolv'd, perform the lofty Leap, 

& Nor dread the Dangers of the diſtant Deep. 

She ſaid, and ſinking in the circling Flood, 

From my dim Eyes the ſtreaming Sorrow flow'd. 
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1 fly, Oh Nymph! I fly the Charm to prove, 
Strong are my Fears! but fironger is my Love! 

Reſolv'd, I fly, enflam d by fierce Diſdain ; 

Aſſuage I may, but not increaſe my Pain 1 

With the ſoft Gales, oh Love! be kinder now, 

Hover thy Wings, and eaſe my Fall below: 

Decreas d by Cares, nor let my guiltleſs Blood 

With bluſhing Stains pollute the cred Flood! 

Then ſhall my Lyre Apollo's Temple grace, 

And, grateful, wear inſcrib'd this votive Verſe ; 

e This Lyre on Phebus, Sapho's Hand beſtow d, 

e A tuneful Off ring on a'tuneful God; 

e May the ſame God, with kind indulgent Power, 

Protect the ſacred Lyre he tun d before! 


Yer, why oh Phaon! muſt I ſeek the Main, 
When you alone, that caus d, can eaſe my Pain; 


Shall the rougk Rock, and ſavage Ocean prove 
More ſoft than one, by Nature form'd for Love! 
Thy 


— — 
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Thy ſtronger Charms have Magick to prevail, 
Where all thoſe Charms, and ev'n their God can fail. 
Methinks, thou could'ſt not rather ſee me lie, F 
Daſh'd on ſharp Rocks, than on thy Boſom ſigh ! 
Could'ſt thou thus doom theſe tender Breaſts of mine, 
From panting, growing, melting into thine : 

Theſe Breaſts that once could all thy Soul employ, 
And beating kindle dear Alarms to Joy ! 
Alas! in vain they charm'd, that charm'd no more, 
Now ſwell'd with Griefs, that ſwell'd with Joy before! 
Ve Lesbian Nymphs, no more my Lays require, 
Loſt is the Poet's, in the Lover's Fire! 

No more my Voice with wonted Muſick ſings, 

No more my Hand awakes the warb' ling Strings: 
Since my dear Phaon, ſince my Love Divine 

Ah me! my Tongue would ſtill pronounce thee mine: 
Since from theſe Arms the faithleſs Phaon fled, 
Dull are my Strains, and all my Fancy's dead. 
But, oh! ye Nymphs, engage his quick Return, 
Then ſhall my Breaſt with wonted Ardour burn ; 


3 Tranſporting 
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Tranſporting Strains revive my lofty Lyre, 


And Love * long neglected Lute en 


How canſt thou, Phaon, ſo obdurate prove, 

Deaf to cach Charm, and cv'ry Art of Love! 
Alas! in vain, I fear, my Prayers I ſigh, 

Like me, I fear my Prayers in Silence die! 

Waft them, ye Gales, to Wand ring Phaor's He 
And with them, join to waft the Wand' rer here. 

Swift as the Gales, my ling'ring Love convey, 

How my Soul ſuffers by this long Dclay | 

Fair Beauty's Qucen ſhall ſmooth her Parent Scas, 

Lull the loud Winds, and ſmile the Waves to Peace: 

Love, Love himſelf the flying Courſe {hall guide, 

Swell the ſoft Sails, and waft the floating Tide. 


Bur if poor Jap/o muſt for ever mourn, | 
And if You Phaon never will return; 1 
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If endleſs Abſence muſt increaſe my Pain, 


Miſe IF EREAY POEMS. 


O! lct one Line confirm that cold Diſdain ! 
Deſpairing, then thoſe kinder Rocks III try, 


And there, forget to love, or learn to die. 


OEnone 
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OEnone to Paris. 


The ARGUMENT. 


hen Hecuba was with Child of Paris, ſhe had a 
Dream of her being delivered of a Firebrand: 
Priam, upon this, conſulting the ORACLE, was 
fold, that, the Infant ſhe went with, ſhouid cauſe 
the Deſtruction of TROY; Priam therefore reſol- 

ved at its Birth, that is ſhould be torn to pieces 
by wild Beaſts. Hecuba privately conveys away 
the Boy to Mount Ida, leaving him to the Shep- 
| herds care. Here, in proceſs of Time, he be- 
came enamoured with the Nymph OEnone. But 
at laſt, being found out, he went upon an Expe- 
dition to Greece, and carried Hellen to Troy ; 
 OEnone Hearing thereof, writes him this Epiſtle. 


r HEesELines my lovely faithleſs Swain peruſe, 
If yet your Bride ſuch Liberty allows; 


No Rage they threaten from reſenting Greece, 


No News relate obnoxious to your Peace, 


EC 2 For 
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For poor OEnone now, tho once ſo dear, 
Below your Grandeur, is below your Care! 
Yet hear, tho' deaf to Love, yet hear her Moan ; 


Andliſten to thoſe Joys, you deign'd to crown. 


Wnar cruel Gods thus emulous could prove, 
Deſtroy our Happineſs, and blaſt our Love! 
What Guilt of mine could call their Vengeance down! 
It Love can be the Crime, the Crime's their own: 
Ills when deſerv'd, in Paticnce find Relicf ; 


But, when thus hardly borne, diſſolve to Grief! 


f Yer, once there was a Time, when Idas Plain : 
Confeſs'd no Title but the lovely Swain 
When I, the faireſt of the rural Fair, 
Warm'd your young Breaſt, and was your only Care ; 
When you, a Shepherd, with the Shepherds ſtrove, 
And innocently won me into Love: 
Sooth'd with thoſe harmleſs unaffected Charms, 
Heedleſs, I caught the Paſſion from your Arms. 
In 
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In my dear Paris center'd all my Joy, 
And all O Enone ill'd my faithful Boy. 
How happy then we languiſh'd out the Day! 
Toy'd in ſoft Shades, and ſlept in new-made Hay. 
How happy then we langu:{h'd out the Night! 
New Joys returning with returning Light! 
' Freſh as the Morn, I join'd the Sylvan Chace, 
And tun'd the Chorus of the latrant Rice; 
With you the Groves I rang'd, the Fields beſet, 
And watch'd the Motions of the {ſwelling Net: 
With you retiring to the breezy Shade, 
Cool Fruits, and ſlaking Streams our Thirſt allay'd. 
There, on each Tree you carv'd our mutual Names, 
And with the living Letters grew our Flames: 
While Love, recording with a keener Dart, 


Engrav'd each Token deeper on my Heart ! 


CLosk by a Stream, and bord'ring on a Grove, 
A Beech now bears this Token of our Love; 


83 Long 
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Long may it bear! long ſtand the Teſt of Years! 
And flouriſh by the Sanction of this Verſe! 

« When Paris his OEnone falſly leaves, 

ce Xanthus like him be falſe, reverſe thy Waves. 
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Reverſe thy Waves, O Stream! return again, 


And murmł'ring, mourn with me my faithleſs Swain! 


 Cursr be that Day! my blooming Hope's Annoy ! 
Date of my Griefs, and Period of my Joy! 
When the bright Powers deſcended from the Skies, 


To learn the Judgment of your brighter Eyes. 


This when you told, my dead'ning Heart was ſtruck, 
And all my Soul with ſudden Horror ſhook : 
Each Sage, conſulted warn'd ſome Change too near, 


Increas'd my Sorrows, and confirm'd my Fear ! 


Bur when prepar'd, your Fleet at Anchor lay, 


Jo bear my fond, believing Heart away; 


How ſpoke thoſe parting Eyes! O ne er reprove 


The noble Tenders of a virtuous Love! 


How 
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How lock d in Folds theſe claſping Arms I caſt ! 

Nor Vines, nor Ivy circle Elms fo faſt! 

Nor Elms when ſhook with Winds ocrcharg'd with 
Dew, 

Whiſpers ſuch Sighs, or drop ſuch Tears as you. 

What Sighs! what Tears! what Tenderneſs expreſs'd 

Your Soul diſſolving on my panting Breaſt! 

What kind! what dear— enchanting Sorrows fell, 

Fo ſooth, and ſoften that harſh Sound, Farewel! 

Still the harſh Sound ſunk deeper in our Heart, 

And ſtill we met a thouſand Times to part! 

The Sailors wonder'd at your tedious Stay, 


But Love ſtill fram'd Excuſes for Delay. 


TILL now, at laſt the long- expecting Gales, 
Rais'd by our Sorrows, fill'd the ſwelling Sails, 
With flow reluctant Feet our Way we bend, 

And ſadly-loving on each other lean'd; 

With melancholy Steps approach'd the Shore, 

Stop d at each dear Receſs ; now dear no more 
44 oK! 
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Survey'd each ſolitary Scene of Love, 
And bid adieu to ev'ry loneſome Grove; 
The loneſome Groves, as if they ſorrow'd too, 


Wav'd by the Gales, ſubmiſſive bow'd, Adieu! 


AND now the laſt, dear parting Kiſs was given, 
And now the laſt, dear Vow was breath'd to Heaven ; 
When to the Shore the haſt ning Veſſel row'd, 

And dancing off, ſeem'd lighter with its Load: 

My ſtreaming Eyes the floating Fleet purſue, 

Their Griefs increaſing at the leſſ'ning View; 

But when the pleaſing Proſpect ſunk in Air, 

My melting Heart I view'd, and view'd thee there; 
Each Power 1 wcary with imploring Crics, 

Swell with my Tears the Floods, the Winds with Sighs: 
In ſoft-beſceching, plaintive Murmurs mourn, 


And court the Nereids for your quick Return. 


The liſt ning Nereids ſoon my Swain reſtore, | 
But ah! how chang d from what he was before! 


How 
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How change d his Manners, and how changꝰd his Name! 
Eva nothing but thoſe Eyes remain the ſame; 
Thoſe dear-deluding Eyes, thoſe blooming Charms 


Are ſtil] the ſame to all —cxcept tlieſe Arms! 


Beat by theTides,and crown'd with wavingWoods, 

A lofty Mountain riſes o'cr the Floods ; 
Here daily with expecting Looks! fat, 
By rurns dejected, and by turns elate; 
From hence, at laſt, I ſaw your Streamers play, 

Watt o'cr the Floods, and drink the beamy Day; 
So gay, ſo bright, the fierce Effulgence ſhone, 
The Sails emerging ſecm'd a riſing Sun: 
Struck by the Splendour of the pompous Show, 
My gazing Eyes could ſcarce believe twas you; 
But more confounded, more amaz'd, I (ce 
ARival- Beauty ſir, and fir by thee ; | 

With thoſe ſoft Locks her wanton Fingers play d, 
Her Head reclining on your Boſom laid. 


Stung 
* J 
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Stung to the Soul, with Fury fir d, I ſtood, 
Now thought to quench it in the roaring Flood; 
Now to the plaintive Groves my Griefs I pour, 


And ſigh my Sorrows in a ſilent Shower. 


How ſhall Imourn thoſe dear enchantingCharms! 
How curſe the cruel Rival of theſe Arms! | 
O! may thoſe Charms to her as faral prove | 


O!] may ſhe mourn like me neglected Love! 


THO now far-diſtant Nations learn your Fame, 
Tho foreign Ladies catch the flying Flame; 
Yet when an humble Swain your Flocks you fed, 
No Princeſs, but OEnone, knew your Bed ; 
No gaudy Title plum'd the golden Dart, 
'T was Love and Innocence ſurpriz'd my Heart ; 
When melting in the Circle of theſe Arms, 
You ſwore you ſought no Glory like ſuch Charms; 
NoPomps, no Dignities deſir d to prove, 
Vnleſs to raiſe your Merits to my Love: | 
Of 
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Of all thoſe Dignities ! ask no part, 
Deſire to ſhare in nothing but your Heart! 
For that alone, I wiſh indulgent Fate, 
High as my Love, would raiſe my humble State ; 
Then ſhould no Rival the vain Triumph boaſt, 
But Pomp regain the glorious Prize it loſt! 
Nor need your Royal Parents bluſh to own, 
A Daughter much more virtuous than their Son. 
SAY, do your ſilken Sofa's gentle prove 
Softer than theſe ſweet ſylvan Scenes of Love? 
| Say, Can your Hellen, bright in guilty Charms, 
Like innocent OEnone pleaſe your Arms ? 
Can ſtudy'd Sounds indulge a purer Dream, 
Than the wild Muſick of this purling Stream? 
Here, no rude Fears the {lumbring Soul annoy, 
No fierce Alarms intrude but thoſe of Joy 
Yet theſe, and more than theſe, muſt ſure affright 
The falſc Poſſeſſor of another's Right: 


Tho' 
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Tho ſweet her Charms, thoſe Charms muſt be reſtor'd, 


When Juſtice rouzes their avenging Lord. 


Bur, does your Sire approve your looſe Deſires? 


Does ſage Antenor's Wiſdom fan your Fires? 


Should Troy aſliſt, and ſecond your Reſolve, 
Yet would a prudent Prince his Land involve ? 
Would any warlike Chief his Weapon draw 


To brave the Gods, and violate the Law ? 


Bor ſoon your Fair, your boaſted Fair, may change, 
Condemn her Choice, and chuſe again to range, 
Some fond Variety may long to prove, | 
And turn, like you, a Commoner in Love; 

Like you, Atrides once enjoy'd her Charms; 
You too, like him, may mourn deſerted Arms. 


And ſhould your Force the raviſh'd Bride regain, 


Her Innocence can ner return again. 


/ 
/ 
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O bleſs'd Andromache ! whoſe kinder Fate 
Beſtows a Spouſe, as virtuous, as he's great; 
From her firm Loyalty I copy'd mine, 

O could her Heckor's ſo in Paris ſhine! - 
But faithleſs Parzs, wanton as the Wind, 
Light as the Leaves, enjoys a fickle Mind; 
Quick as the Winds his wand'ring Thoughts are paſt, 
And, like the Leaves, are turn'd with cv'ry Blaſt! 


Too well my fatal Fortunes now unfold 
What once prophetical Caſſandra told; 
When ſwell'd, and lab'ring with Divinity, 
Full of the God ſhe cry'd, and cry'd to me. 


Cxar, Nymph, to plough theſe barren Lands, O 
ceaſe, 


Theſe barren Lands ſhall yield no kind Increaſe, 
The Grecian Heifer ſhall your Hopes deſtroy, 
Deſpoil your Cares, and prove the Bane of Troy! 


She 


| 
| 
v] 
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Tho ſweet her Charms, thoſe Charms muſt be reſtor'd, 


When Juſtice rouzes their avenging Lord. 


Bur, does your Sire approve your looſe Deſires ? 
Does ſage Antenor's Wiſdom fan your Fires? 
Should Troy aſſiſt, and ſecond your Reſolve, 

Yet would a prudent Prince his Land involve ? 
Would any warlike Chief his Weapon draw 


To brave the Gods, and violate the Law ? 


Bor ſoon your Fair, your boaſted Fair, may change, 
Condemn her Choice, and chuſe again to range, 
Some fond Variety may long to prove, 

And turn, like you, a Commoner in Love ; 
Like you, Atrides once enjoy'd her Charms; 
You too, like him, may mourn deſerted Arms. 
And ſhould your Force the ravith'd Bride regain, 


Her Innocence can ne'cr return again. 
; | 


/ 
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O bleſs'd Andromache ! whoſe kinder Fate 
Beſtows a Spouſe, as virtuous, as he's great; 
From her firm Loyalty I copy'd mine, 
O could her Hector ſo in Paris ſhine! 
But faithleſs Paris, wanton as the Wind, 
Light as the Leaves, enjoys a fickle Mind; 
| Quick as the Winds his wand'ring Thoughts are paſt, 


And, like the Leaves, are turn'd with ev'ry Blaſt! 


Too well my fatal Fortunes now unfold 
What once prophetical Caſſandra told; 
When ſwell'd, and lab'ring with Divinity, 
Full of the God ſhe cry d, and cry d to me. 


CEASE, Nymph, to plough theſe barren Lands, O 
ceaſe, | 
Theſe barren Lands ſhall yield no kind Increaſe, 
The Grecian Heifer ſhall your Hopes deſtroy, 


Deſpoil your Cares, and prove the Banc of Troy! 


She 
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She comes! good Heaven divert her fatal Way — 
Sink! ſink the Ship! and plunge it in the Sea: 
What Flames of Rage ! what Deluges of Blood! 
O! quench them! drown them in the whelming 
Flood. | 


SHE ſaid: her Servants the mad Prieſteſs caught, 
And left my gloomy Soul involy'd in Thought ; 
Ah!now too plain the Fates the Heifer ſeize, 

For Hellen reaps the Harveſt of the Seas. 


FAIR tho'ſhe be, would any, but a Whore, 
With one unknown forſake her Native Shore, 
Neglect her Honour, diſregard her Life, 

And ſtain the Duty of a virtuous Wife? 

But loſt to ev ry Senſe of honeſt Fame, 

She nothing but reiterates her Shame: 
Debauch'd by The ſeus, bluſhes now no more, 
And laughs at Scruples ſhe might fear before. 


When 
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When young, with him ſhe ſtole a baſe Eſcape ; 
Tho her Friends ſmooththe Story with a Rape; 
Pretend the Raviſher reſtor'd her Charms 
Untouch'd, untaſted from his longing Arms : 
Let thoſe that will believe the ſpecious Art 
Her Eyes had Power, he a Lover's Heart! 

And ſhe that once but yields to looſe Deſires, 
For ever burns in thoſe unlawful Fires. 
But I, becauſt a Stranger to thoſe Thoughts, 
Muſt mourn my Virtues, as I mourn my Faults. 
Should I, like you, my plighted Faith betray, 
Well might you ſpare the Crime, wholead theWay ! 


How ſacred, how inviolate my Love! 

How clear my Honour! witneſs every Grove! 
Moved by their fruitleſs Hopes, the rural Train 
Declare their Paſſion, but e in vain: 

For me, the Sylvan Powers forſake their Shades, 


And kindly court me to their cooling Glades; 


3 With 
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With ever-living Wreaths adorn their Hair, 

And for my ſake, the Lover's Garland wear. 
Ev'n He, the God whoſe Rays the World inſpire, 
Deſpair'd to ſet my virtuous Breaſt on fire, 

With ev'ry ſoothing Blandiſhment he try'd, 

But Honour ev'ry Blandiſhment Gerd. 
Deſpis'd his Proffers with disdainful Eycs, 

And ſcorn'd the Lover in the ſordid Price; 

Till Flame increaſing, as his Flatt'ry fail'd, 

The baffled Lover in the God prevail'd : | 
Nor could his Strength an caſy Conqueſt boaſt, 

I loft reluctant, what at laſt I loſt. 

With ſtreaming Eyes atton'd the baſe Abuſe, 
And hope'd the Author could the Crime excuſe : 
Moy'd by my Wrongs, and influenc'd by my Grief ; 
The grateful God adminiſtred Relief; 

Inſpir'd cach wiſe, medicinary Power, 

To ſooth my Sorrows, and my Soul reſtore; 
Diſclos'd cach Secret, open'd ev'ry Art; 5 
Taught to fave Life but not a Lover's Heart! 
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Here 
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Here, all his Secrets, all his Arts muſt fail! 


Nor could the God his own Diſtemper heal. 


33 


Bur charming Paris! lovely, faithleſs Swain! 


'Tis you alone can give, and caſe that Pain! 


Your Arts alone beyond the Gods can prove, 


And ſpeak a greater God, at leaſt in Love! 


O haſte my Paris] my Complaints regard, 
My Sorrows Pity, and my Truth reward! 


In looſe, unlawful Flames no longer burn, 


But, where you left your Innocence return; 


There let our early facred Paſſions ſhine, 


Rejoin their Luſtre, and commence Divine. 


Yo 0 


Paris 
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Paris to Hellen. 


The ARGUMENT. 

Paris being gone to Sparta in queſt of Hellen, whom 
Venus had promiſed him as the Reward of his 
Judgment in aſſigning to her the Prize of Beauty, 
was there nobly entertained by her Husband Me- 
nelaus; who being ſent for to take Poſſeſſion of 
the Effects of his Grandfather Atreus, at Crete, 
earneſtly recommends Paris to Hellen's Care. Dau- 
ring his abſence, Paris commences her Suitor, 
amd writes her the following Epiſtle. 


1 LL Health to thee, fair Nymph! thy Paris ſends 


All Health to thee, on whom, his own depends: 
Muſt I then ſpeak? and muſt my Tongue reveal 


A Secret, which my Eyes too plainly tell? 
| 0 
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O! could I hide the Wiſh I fear to name! 
Would rather kinder Fortune guide my Flame ! 
My Flame! that, ſpite of all Reſtraints, diſplays 
Its riſing Force, and ev'n it {elf betrays ; 
In private, prompts my tim'rous Tongue to prove, 
To thee, my beauteous, charming Nymph, Love: 
I love! may no ſevere Reproof controul, 
The true, the tender Meſſage of my Soul! 
May no fierce Paſſions that ſoft Boſom fire, 
But ſuch as kindle, ſach as feed Deſire, 


How bleſs theſe Lines obey my ſoft Command, 
To ſee that Face, and touch that melting Hand! 
Yet, if my Hopes, and Promiſes are true, 

I, ſoon, like them, may kiſs thoſe Fingers too : 


For know, fair Nymph, to juſtify my Flame, 

'T was by the Gods, the Gods Command, I came ; 

Elſe, nor my Pride, nor Vanity could dare, | 

To whiſper at your Feet a dying Prayer. 
Da Led 
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Led by the Promiſe of the Queen of Charms, 

I come to court her Image to my Arms : 

For this, the Goddcſs brought me thro' the Sea, 
And calm'd old Ocean as ſhe led the way; 

For this, ſoft Cupids fann'd the wafting Gales, 
And with kind Whiſpers ſwell'd the ſilken Sails. 
Still may ſuch gracious Powers controul the Main, 
Still kind to Voyagers, like me remain! 

And as they lJull'd the Roarings of the Deep, 


* 
322 25 


O! may they lull my raging Fears aſleep; 


Compoſe my troubled Soul to peaceful Reſt, 


And guide my Hcart to harbour in your Breaſt. 


LED by no Error, by no Tempeſt toſt, 
L landed on the Confines of your Coaſt; 
No mercenary Proſpects I purſue, 
Proſpects too far below a Lover's View! 
The Fates, already, have beſtow'd me Store 
So large, that only you can make it more. 


Nor *t 
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Nor came I here a gazing Spy to prove, 
For what could I diſcover, blind with Love ? 


For thee, bright Nymph! for thoſe dear Charms I came, 
The Gift, the Promiſe of the Cyprian Dame; 


Thy lovely Perſon, tho' unſeen, 1 knew, 


My Wiſhes, all my Soul was fix d on you: 

Nor wonder, how, ſo far, my Breaſt was fir'd, 
When Fate, and Love, with Eyes like yours conſpir d; 
To reconcile your Faith, my Story hear; 


Believe the Wonder, and the Gods revere. 


E'ER yet my labouring Mother brought me forth, - 


Whilſt Ilay ſtrug ling for the Pangs of Birth; 


By the Deluſion of a mighty Dream, 


She thought, her Offspring prov'd a Torch on . 


Amaz d, the Viſion to my Sire ſhe told, 


And thus, the ſummon'd Seers the 2 


That I to Troy a future Flame ſhould prove 


How well the Prophets pointed at my Love 2 
"" A. My 
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My Parents, mov'd by ſuperſtitious Care, 

To ſhun the Danger, and avert their Fear, 
Committed me to the {Jean Swains, 

Doom'd to the ſimple Pleaſure of the Plains; 

But ſoon, my growing Years diſclos d a Mind 
Superior to thoſe humble Ends deſign d; 
Intrinſically great, my Virtues ſhone, 

And, tho eclips'd, they ſeem'd to claim a Throne. 


A tow'ring Hill there ſtands in Ida's Grove, 
Unbrowz'd its Turf, and dark with Shades above; 
Here, as with muſing Eyes, I once ſurvey d, 

Troy's Turrets riſing thro the miſty Shade; 

A ſudden Sound of Feet, I ſeem'd to hear, 

And quick Commotions echo d on my Ear; 
When to my Sight a Form Divine appear'd, 
AndMaija's Son, the Form Diyine declar'd ; 

My wond'ring Eyes confeſs d the Heav'nly Power, 
Known by the Wand, and Silver Plumes he wore. 


TT But 


at 


But ſoon I ſaw, deſcending from above, 


Here to the faireſt Form adjudge the Prize; 


e, The brighteſt Preſent to the brighteſt Eyes; 


The momentary Tenant of my Heart. 
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Saturnia, Pallas, and the Queen of Love; 
Aw'd by ſuperior Majeſty, I ſtood, 

And, trembling, heard the miſſionary God, 
Who thus beſpoke my Fears © Shepherd! be bold 
« Theſc Riyals for their orient Fruit, behold; 


In this, obey th Almighty Mandate given 
He ſaid, and riſing, ſlowly fail'd to Heaven. 


AND now, my Strength reſtor d, my Thoughts re- 
new d, | 

Diſtinctly each cceleſtial Fair I view'd ; 
On cach, my Eyes, alternately, were caſt, 
And ey'ry Look was vanguiſh'd by the laſt. 
Alike, they all deſery'd my voting Voice, 
But one, and only one, muſt win my Choice; 
Now this I found, now that, now ey'ry Part, 


D 4 Lo On 
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On ev'ry Side perſuaſive Gifts aſſail'd, 

To buy my Favour, where my Judgment fail'd. 
Great Juno laid whole Empires at my Feet, 
Minerva proffcr'd deathleſs Wreaths of Wit; 
While thus the ſweet-enchanting Queen of Smiles, 


(Securely laughing at their vainer Wiles.) 


« SHALL ſuch unworthy Gifts thy Kindneſs moye? 
Thy tender Soul was ſurely tun'd to Love! 
To me, my Swain, to me, thy Smiles incline, 
ce And Hellen, faireſt Hellen ſhall be thine; 
e My Wiſhes crown'd, enjoy her brighter Charms, 


And reign a greater Monarch in her Arms. 


So ſoft ſhe ſpoke, ſo {ſweetly glanc'd her Eyes, 
Tranſported, I reſign'd the glitt'ring Prize; 
Deceiv'd, the baffled Deitics withdrew, 

Back to her Skies the lovely Victreſs flew. 


AND 


„ 
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AND now the Fates, to call my Glories forth, 
Diſclos'd the long-hid Secret of my Birth ; 
With Joy receiv'd, in princely Pomp! ſhone, 
And Acclamations hail'd the Royal Son; 
What Numbers flow'd, fair Beauty's Judge to ſce! 
And not a Lady languifh'd but for me: 
Soft Nymphs, enamour'd at the paſſing Show, 
Vielding, confeſs d the Flames I feel for Tou: | 
Evn Princeſſes with rival Ardour ſtrove, 
To warm my Boſom, and to win my Love; 
For me they ſicken'd, and for me they ligh'd, 
But for imagin'd Hellen, were deny d- 
For Jou alone, my Soul concciv'd Deſire, 
Unknown, ador'd, and burn'd in fancy d Fire ; 
Your dear Idea all my Boſom charm'd, 


Amaz'd me waking, and when ſlumb'ring warm'd ; 


No wonder then thoſe Eyes ſo potent prove, 


Whoſe very Thoughts could melt my Mind to love. 


Now, 


42 Miſcellaueays Po E ws. 


Now, fird with Hopes, impatient of Delay, 
And all in Tranſport for the happy Day, 
With eager Haſte, the neighb'ring Groves I fell'd, 
To fit my Voyage, and my Fleet to build; 
Quick to my Wiſh, the nayal Streamers riſe, 
And ſwelling Streamers flutter in the Skies 3 
Gay painted Figures gild the Poops below, 
| And wanton in the Waters as they flow : 
Here, Venus views each wave. reflected Grace, 
And ſmiles her Parent- Ocean into Peace; 
Young, flutt'ring Cupids round the Goddeſs play, 


Court the cool Breeze, and quiver in the Sea. 


Axp now prepar d to ſeek your happy Shore, 
With ardent Prayers my Friends my Stay implore ; 
Condemn my Rafhneſs, urge the ſtormy Main, 
Foretel my Dangers, but foretel in vain : | 
My Sifter too, prophetically bold, 


'ore-warn'd my Fate, and thus my Fortune told. 


cc O 
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ce O! whither does my Brother run? (ſhe cry d) 
lind to thoſe Flames, to which theſe Waters guide! 
« Thoſe fatal Flames! that with him ſhall return, 


& And, ſpite of quenching Oceans Ilion burn! 


How right her Prophecies your Eyes cxpreſt 2 
How right, divin d the Flames that burn my Breaſt? 


Bur while theſe fabling Fears in vain withſtand, 

The favouring Winds convey me to your Land; 

When now fulfilling Heaven's Decree, your Spouſe 

Receiv'd me at your hoſpitable Houle ; 

With free Reception, kindly entertain d, 

And ſhew'd me all the Glories of the Land: 

But all with cold Indifference, I view, 

Blind was my Sight to ev ry Thing, but vou: 
But when your fair- fam d Beauties ſtruck my Eyes, | 

Sure Heaven with Wonder witneſs'd my Surprize ; 

What ſecret Tranſports trickled thro each Part, 

Beam d on my Eyes, and trembled to my Heart! 


From 
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From Vein to Vein, the dancing Meſſage flew, 


And all my panting Soul confe(s'd 'twas Tou. 


So look'd the heart-enchanting Qucen of Love, 
When with the rival Goddeſſes ſhe ſtrove : 
But had your ſelf been there, thoſe brighter Eyes, 
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From each contending Power, had gain'd the Prize. 
Thoſe radiant Eyes, the mighty Boaſt'of Fame, 
Each Land eclipſe, and all the World inflame; 
What Nymph, but you, can boaſt ſo ſweet a Face? 
How fair the Nymph, that claims the ſecond Place! 
Shines there on Earth a Form ſo heavenly fair, 

But thine would ſuffer by the low Compare? 
Struck from Report, thy Beautics I receiv'd, 
Amaz'd, admir'd, but doubtfully belicv'd ; 

Yet now I find Report but wrong'd your Frame, 

So vaſt your Charms! ſo weak the Voice of Fame! 


WELL might that Face omniſcient Theſeus fire, 
Well might it ſuch a glorious Theft inſpire; 
When 
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When thoſe amazing Beauties ſhone expos'd, 
And all the real Goddeſs ſtood diſclos'd : 
Ncer was his boaſted Wiſdom better ſhow'd 


Than when he ſnatch'd you from the gazing Crowds , 


But ſuch a Prize ſo calmly to reſtore, 

Confeſs d his Folly, as his Wit before. | | 
Should Paris thus reſign thoſe ſacred lng 
Should Parix thus remir them from his Arms 3 
Sooner ſhould Heaven with Light ning blaſt me dead! 
And level triple Thunders at my Head! _ 

If wreſted from my Arms, the Joys were forc'd, 
Fd make them mine, at leaſt enjoy them firſt; 
Raviſh ſo laſting Token of my Bliſs, 

And ſteal Eternities in every Kiſs. 


O! try my Courage! prove your faithful Swain, 


And learn, that Paris never boaſts in vain. 
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Not ev'n till Death, my Paſſion ſhall expire, 


_ * - 
9 : 


And then Love's Flames ſhall light my funeral Pyre. 


— — 

— — 
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WHEN 


46 Miſcellaneous PoE Us. 


WHEN Beauty's doubtful Cauſe by me was try'd, 
And the fair Rivals ctown'd the fount-ful Ide, 
For Thee, the Pomp of Empites 1 deſpis'd, 
And thy dear Chartns beyond all Empires priz'd ; 
To thoſe deep Wondets that from Wiſdom riſe, 
Preferr'd the fitent Eloquence of Eyes; 
Nor can I ever at my Choice repine, 
So Hellen, promisd Hellen be but mine! 
Were ſhe but mine, Id make my Wiſh compleat, 
And ſnatch evn Joys beyond the reach of Fate! 


Bur, leſt Alliances diſgrace your Line, 

Know, Fair! my Lineage is, like yours, Divine; 

From Dardanus, our Anceſtry I prove, 

Begot! deſcended, and belov'd by Fove : 

What need I farther long Succeſſions trace? 

Fam'd are the Founders of the Trojan Race 
Wide Oer the World, out large Domains extend, 
And with the World alone, our Glories end: 


But 
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Bur when your ſelf ſhall prove our Grandeur true, 


You'll own Fame falſe to us, as well as Ton. 


How ſhall your Eyes our lofty Domes admirc, 
Built to the Strains of the Phebean Lyre! 
How gaze with Wonder on ſublime Abodes, 
Fit to receive their tutelary Gods 
What Nymphs, what num'rons Beauties ſhalt thou ſee, 
Nymphs ! far ſuperior to all Nymphs, but thee! 
What heaping Crowds! what litt ring Tides ſurprize! 
What Pomp, what Grandeur ſtrike your taviſh't Eyes! 
While yon, conf6unded with Amazement, cry, 
How poor is all out Greece compar d with Troy! 
Not that yout Spartan Cities I deſpiſe, 
Bleſt be the Place that gave fair Hellen Riſe! 
Beauty, like yours, may well atone for Store, 


Sparta, with Hellen, can deſire no more: 

Yet, brighteft Nymph! thoſe Charms were ner 
deſtgu d ” 

To brighten Shades, and be to Shades confin d; 
3 Beauty, 
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Beauty, like thine, was made to grace a Throne, 
And lend new Luſtre to a ſparkling Crown; 
Beauty, like thine, ſuperior to thy Fame, 


Should glow in Splendor, ſpeak a Trojan Dame 


No ſcorn to take a Trojan to thy Arms, 
Who, like a Trojan, can deſerve thy Charms ? 
A Trojan graces the divine Ahodes, ::. 
And fills the foamy Nectar to the Gods, 

A Trojan charm'd the Queen of ſpringing Light, 
And warm'd the frozen Empreſs of the Night ; 
A Trojan, Beauty's ſacred Power compreſt, 
And yielding Venus panted on his Breaſt: 

O! let me too my Country's Glory prove, 


Charm, and enjoy a brighter Queen of Love! 


Nox think that Menelaus can compare 
With me in Cupid s, or the Camp of War; 
At leaſt I ſhould not fear the Point to try, 

Or truſt the Judgment to your conſcious Eye: 


But, 
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But were you mine, no Kindred could diſgrace, 
No bloody Atreus ſtain your Royal Race; . 
No Pelopean Guilt, to blot your Name, 
Or cloud the riſing Glories of your Fame : 
No Sire of mine, like Tantalus, is curſt, | 
Starv'd amidſt Stores, and parch'd in Floods with 
Thirſt, . | 
Yet, whilſt I talk, a L Wretch confines you now, 
Sprung from that Race, perhaps as impious too; 
A Wretch! that, like his Grandſire, ne er enjoys 1 
5 The tempting Fruit, or if he does, ir cloys: f 
Shame to the Genealogy of ove ! | 
Flat are thy Sweets to him, and pall'd thy Love ! 
Gods! mall he, taſteleſs, riot on ſuch Charms! 
The dull Incumbrance of thy longing Arms! 
Whilſt], all tender Paſſion, all Deſire, 


Scarce gain a Look, and that too fans my Fire! 


Wren ſocial Hours indulge the genial Feaſt, 
What Cares! what Torments rend my tortur'dBreaſt! 
Vor. II. E | That 
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That only Time my longing Eyes 3 * 

And ſtarve my Appetite, to feed my Love; 

Fix d on that magic Face, I grieve to ſee e 
Thoſe Smiles beſtow 0 on him, deny d to me; 4 

But when the Husband-Lover lolls to Reſt 

On the ſoft Effluence of that ſnowy Breaſt ; 

With bleeding Heart, I mourn thy ruffled m. 
And curſe the Rudeneſs of his clumſy Arms; 5 
Tho free, I banquet at a dear Expence/, 
And pay with Griefs the grand Benevolence 2 
With envious Eyes behold each melting Kiſs, 
Pant for the Joy, and languiſh for the Bliſs; © 

it Aſhanr d, enrag d, I ſigh, I fret, I frown, 

| Gnaw my vex d Lips, and glance obliquely down ; ; 
l But, when thy Eyes with Flames too kindly dan 

Melt as his Glance, and ev ry Glance'r returh 5 n 
To cool the raging Fever of my Soul, | 

To drown my Cares, I drink the in Bowl; ; 


— 
& % 


But Wine ſtill Kindles up a new Deſire, 


Revi wes cach flame, re- animates each Fire! 5 
' How 


— 
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How oft J turn aſide my jealous Eyes ? 

But Love returns them to ſome new ſurprize! 
Still would I feaft on that dear, charming Face, 
For ever languiſh, and for ever gaze ! 

But can my injur'd Sight with Patience bear, 
A heavy, fulſome, Husband-Loyer there? 

In a ſweet-tort'ring Look, at once remains, 
Exceſs of Pleaſures, and Exceſs of Pains ! 


O that my Conduct could diſguiſe my Care, 
But Love, that's naked, ſcorns all Dreſs to Wear; 
The more ſuppreſs d, the more my Paſſions riſe, 
Speak in my Looks, and ſparkle in my Eyes: 

Joo plain the Secrets of my Soul they they ! 
And O that they were known toonly you ! 
For oft, with Reaſon too, I felt a Fear, : 

Oft as I breath'd a Sigh, or dropt a Fear, 

Leſt ſome officious Queſtion ſhould diſplay 
Your Husband's Care, and all my Love betray : 


E | How. 
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How oft, to hide my too apparent Flame, 10 
Have I reveal'd it in a foreign Name ? 95 
Bewail'd ſome poor unhappy Lover's Moan, ; 
And, in their ſeeming Sorrows breath'd my own; 
On thy dear Face, Ifix'd my dying Eyes, 
Wept in his Tears, and languiſh'd in his Sighs ; 
And if cnflam'd too far, I ſnatch'd a Kiſs, 
Feign'd Drunkenneſs excus d the raviſtyd Bliſs. 
Once, Iremember, as your flowing Veſt 
Diſclosd the naked Wonders of your Breaſt, 
How meltingly the ſnowy Globes aroſe ! 
Fair, as the Flecces of deſcending Snows ! 
Bright as the Down that cloath'd your Parent Jove, 
When Leda pantcd with the Thund'rer's Love, 
Like that their Tenderneſs, like that their Hue, 


Soft as thoſe ſilver Plumes, and heavenly too! 


„„ coal a 


Gods! how I ſtood, tranſported with Surprize |, 
How heav'd my Boſom, and how flam'd my Eyes! 


Ravilh'd, I drop'd the purplc-foamy Bowl, 


And all the melting God came ruſhing on my Soul! 
Bur 
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Bur mark me, how induſtriouſly I ſtrive 
To feed my Flame, and keep my Love alive ! 
If your dear Lips ſalute the flowing Wine, 
Fix'd on the Place, I make the Near mine ; 
Ev'n from the Child, the Kiſs you give, I take, 
And love the Daughter for her Mother's ſake. { 
Now (oft-adapted Songs conſpire to moves 
For Muſic is the ſweeteſt Voice of Love! 
Supinely laid, I languiſh out each Air, 
And tuncfully prefer my dying Prayer. 
Each Paſlage to that cruel Heart I've try'd, 1 
But Cupid ev ry Avenue deny d: 
Oft to your faithful Maids my Love I've told, 
And ſmooth'd my Rhetoric with perſuaſive Gold; 
But all I urg'd, alas ! I urg'd 1 in vain, 


Deaf to my Prayers, they leave me to my Pain. 


O could Heroic Acts my Fair obtain, 
This Hand, this Heart the noble Prize ſhould gain ! 
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Like Atalanta's, could thy Charms be won, 

I'd leave the ſwifteſt, with the flecteſt run ; 

Inſpir'd by Love, purſue the flying Chace, 

And, lifted on his Pinions reach the Race. 

Could Strength prevail, like Hercules, theſe Army 
Should win a brighter Dejanira's Charms! 


BUT O thou dear! un- utterably Fair! 
Since all my Hopes depend on Sighs and Prayer, 
By the ſweet Splendour of thoſe ſtarry Eyes, 1 
Bright, as their Brother - Orbs that gild the Skies! 
By Jove, whoſe Throne ſuch Beauties might adorn, 
Were not thy kindred Charms too nearly born; 
Unleſs yourſelf will grace my glad Return, 
Here will I doom my fading Life to mourn! 
At thy dear Feet reſign my panting Breath, 
Adore thee, love thee, bleſs thee ev'n bo Death! 
O view my throbbing Breaſt, bèekold my Pain 0 
Nor let my carneſt Paſſion plead in vain! 


4 


1 Ah 
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Ah mel that deſiin'd Flames conſume my Heart, 
And thoſe bright Eyes confeſs the heavenly Dart! 
Caſſandra kindly warn d me of my Fate, 

But I believ'd her Prophecies too late ! 

Yet, charming Nymph! the Gods Commands fulfil, 
For Juſtice bids you cure, as well as kill. 


Mon could I ſay, but rather hope to meet, 
And breathe my Soul in Tranſports at your Feet; 
In ſome convenient Place, my Paſſion prove, 
And dedicate this happy Night to Love. | 
Nor bluſh, my charming Fair ! nor idly dread 
To violate, or ſtain the Marriage-Bed ; 

Too innocently nice ſuch Scruples are, 

To think that Woman can be chaſte and fair: 
Some human Blemiſhes are no Diſgrace, 
Like Patches, they adorn a beauteous Face: 
Let your own Mother's kind Example move, 


Nor dread a Vengeance from a guilty Zove 3 


E 4 Sprung 
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Sprung from the Tranſports of a like Embrace, 
Shall lovely Hellen deviate from her Race? 
Yet, when we reach the happy Shores of Troy, 
Marriage ſhall crown our honourable Joy; 
Till then, believe me, Fair, to flip this Time, 
Would be the greater Sin, the greater Crime: 
For this, the Gods with ev'ry Wiſh conſpire, 
For this, your Husband feconds our Deſire; 
By their Commands, officiouſly withdraws, 
And abſent, ſilently aſſerts our Cauſe : 

By his Example, bis own AGs purſue, 

In leaving him, as hc in leaving you : 

What! could no other Time his Journey fit 
Indeed, tis very like a Husband's Wit ! 

Poor Soul! he cry'd © Be careful of our Gueſt,“ 
He ſaid no more, and we may think the reſt— 
Bur you his very laſt Commands neglect, | 

A certain Token of a forc'd Reſpect; 

To both alike a cold Indifference prove; 

Both loſt alike to Duty and to Love 

But 
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But could a longing Lover leave you ſo? 

Thus caſily ſuch taſted Joys forego! 

No! dull Fruition all his Taſte deſtroys, 

Nor knows he half the Jewel he enjoys; 

Elſe, could he ne er deſert thoſe tempting Charms, 
At leaſt, reſign them to a Rival's Arms! 

O! let my Love awake his ſated Eyes, 

And teach them each dear Beauty how to prize! 
Cold, loneſome, ina widow'd Bed you lie, 

And, languiſhing in Solitude, I ſigh; 

What Fear, what barring Obſtacle remains, 

But you may wreak your W rongs, and caſe my Pains ? 
Tranſporting Thought to riot in thoſe Charms, 
To claſp thoſe balmy Beauties in my Arms! 
Imparadis'd in thoſe ſoft Folds Ill lie, 

Look ſuch dear things, ſuch ſweet Perſuaſions ſigh ; 
With ſuch prevailing Elocution burn, 

To ſooth you with your Paris to return; 

That ſure, if Love has power, you'll fecl my Fire, 


- And in diſſolving Murmurs breathe Deſire! 


10 
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To vindicate your Honour, and your Fame, 
On me be all the Rape, on me the Blame; 
Let Theſeus and your Brother's Actions plead, | 
Leaders like theſe will dignify the Deed; 
They ſtole Leucippas Daughters, T heſeus You; 
And can't his Licence be my Licence too ? 
Already mann'd, my Fleet attends your tay, 11 
And the Winds murmur at your long Delay ; 
Inviting Gales, impatient, court the Joy, 
To waft us to the ſacred Shores of Troy : 
How ſhall thoſe Charms our gazing Crouds amaze} 
How ſpeak a Goddeſs ! how confels a Grace 
What ſhining Pomp ſhall gild the paſſing Show! 
What heaping Numbers without Number flow! 
What Gifts, what Honours ſhall all Troy decree ! 
Gifts, worthy Priams Court, and worthy thee! 
Whercer you turn, What Altars fhall ariſe! 
What aromatic Incenſe cloud the Skies 
Such Glories wait with greatneſs un- expreſt, 
FOr Praiſe were there Detraction at the beſt. 

* b * 
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Noa think that Greece fall follow with Alarms, [ 

Did e'cr 2 Rape excited Nation's Arms? 

When Thracia ſtole the bright Athenian Dine, 
Did Thracia ſaffet for the guilty Flame: 
Did Colchos with teſenting Vengeance riſe, 2055 7 
To ſnatch from Jaſons Arms his beautcous Prize ? 
Safe from the Terrors of invaſive War, | 
Theſeus enjoy'd at Peace his Cretan Fair, i 
When Theſeus ſnatch'd thy brighter Beauties too, | 
What Vengeance did the Raviſher purſue ? | | 
Then, truſt me, Nymph, tis all an empty Fear; 
Or we may think of Danger, when tis near. 
But ſhould all Greri2's hoſtile Troops engage, 
Know, we have Forces to repel their Rage; 
Like Grecia, we have Armies at Command, ; 
As brave our Heroes, and as wide our Land. 
But if your Husband ſhould Atrides dare: 
My felf will meet his Shock, and ſtand bis War: 
Tho' young, yet bold in martial Toils of Fame, 
My early Valour dignify'd my Name; 


When 
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When fir d with gen rous Rage I boldly roſe, 
Reſcu d my fleecy Flocks, and flew my Foes : 
Deiphobus, Illioneus can tell 


How far my Courage and my Strength excel; 


Nor does this Arm alone the Javclin throw, 
But launch the Spear, and arch the moony Bow ; 
With equal Judgment, and with equal Force, 
Direct the feather d Fate and urge its Courſe: 

Can Menelaus boaſt Atchievements ſo? | 

Or, boaſting, can he prove his Actions true? 
But ſhould (what Inc er think) his Arm prevail, 
Should Heaven conſpire to make your Paris fall 5 
Great Hector could retrieve that Glory loſt, 
Hector, our Bulwark! in himſelf an Hoſt ! 

O! did you know to what deſcrving Arms, 
The bountcous Gods ordain thoſe heavenly Charms! 
May, then this certain Oath my Paſlion prove, 
Confirm your Courage, and inflame your Love; 
That hoſtile Greece ſhall never croſs the Main, 


Or, baffled by this Arm, return again : och 
| 5 Fir 
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Fir d by thoſe Eyes, I'd ſingly meet a War, 
Confront each Fury, and cach Danger dare! 
While future Fame ſhould glory in your Charms, 
And boaſt how Hellen ſet the World in Arms! 
But haſte, my Fair ! the Gales their Aid employ, 
And Fate has fix'd your Happineſs in Troy. 


.. Penelope to La es. 


"Fx" 


The ARGUMENT: 


Hellen Rxrꝝ having drawn ali the Grecian Prim: 
ces to the Siege of Troy; among the reſt, Ulyſ- 
ſes on this Occaſion diſtinguiſhed himſelf in a 
very remarkable manner. But he not returning 
to Penelope, after the Siege was over, ſbe re- 
mands him by this Epiſtle, having behaved as 

ell at home, by her Chaſtity, as he had done at 
Troy by his Valour. She recites the various 
Addreſſes of her Suitors, and pathetically be- 
wails his Stay ; acquainting him at the ſame 
time with the miſcondutt of his Family. Affairs, 
thro' his Abſence, and earneſtly preſſes his ſpeedy 
return, in order to their Regulation. 


n E S E Lines, my Lord, your cruel tende 


mourn; | 
O! let your Anſwer be your quick Return : 


Sure 
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Sure Troy, the fatal Fountain of our Woe! . 
Has felt her finiſh'd Ruin long ago ! 32335 

But not all Troy reſtor'd could e er repay 
The Griefs I ſuffer by your long Delay. 


Hap Paris, when he ſought the hartan Dame, 
Sunk inthe Seas, and quench'd his lawleſs Flame! 
Thoſe ſad Anxicties I ne'cr had known, 
Nor ſigh” d out ſolitary Nights alone! 

With widow'd Hands engag'd the daily Toil, | 

Nor ſlumb ring ſought my Sorrows to beguile! 

But ſlumb' ring, ſtill alas, in vain 1 {trove 3 D 8 

Clos d were my Eyes by Sleep, but ope d by Love! : 

In Dreams, at viſionary Scenes ſwoon d, 

Shrunk at each Stroke, and felt each fancy d Wound; 

Beheld my daring Lord in loud Alarms, 

And Fate and Hector ruſhing on his Arms! 
Shock d at the Sight, and ſti ring with cold Fear, 
Confus d I wak d, and breath d a pious Prayer. 


WHEN 
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Wurx ſome Report, deſcriptive of the Fight, 
Revivd the recent Horrours of the Night ; 
Wak'd at each Tale my boding Dreams return'd, 
And all my Fears as real Ills I mourn'd, 
Griev'd, I deplor'd Patroclus, wiſe too late! 
His borrow'd Glory, his lamented Fate! 
With Tears Iheard Tlepolemus, o'crthrown, 
And made the Warrior's Miſeries my own. 
But if ſome Grecian Brave-Unknown were kill'd, 
Ulyſſes thro' my trembling Pulſes thrill'd ; 
My pallid Looks confeſs'd the widow'd-Wife, 
And my Soul panted for my Hero's Life! © 


Bur bleſt be ev'ryLove-indulgent Power? 


For now thoſe: Fears, with Ilium are no more: 


Rich in her Spoils, our conqu ring Chiefs return, 


And to our Gods their grateful Off rings burn: 
With joyful Pride relate the Trojan War, 
And dwell on ey'ry honourable Scar. 

| | On 
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On her low d Lord each longing Lady lies, 

Views the dear Man, and at his Glory ſighs z 
With ſweetly-ſmiling Looks delights to trace 
The dawning Features of the former Face : 
Immortal Acts the liſt ning Crouds engage, 


Boaſtings for Vouth! and future Tales for Age! 


WBILE ſome, leſs cloquent, their Toils deſign, 
Figure cach Fight, and miniature each Scene : 
In purple Wines each purple River pours, | 
And, dy'd with mimic Blood, Scamander roars : 
Here fam'd Jzzeam's tow'ry Tops ariſe, . 
There *Priam's cloudy Turrets Pierce the Skies; 
Here, firetch'd around, the tented Shores diſplay, 
Where great Ubyes and Achilles lay. : 
Here, thund' ring Hector burſts the Grecian Walls 


There ſiorms in Triumph, there, a Triumph falls. 


From Neſtor's Lips your Son im ib'd your Fame, 


And all your Glory all his Soul nflame; 
Vor. II. „ Pleas d, 


- 
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Pleas d, he relates that memorable Night, 

And dwclls on ev'ry Horror with Delight: 

Put could my Hero ſo forgetful prove, 

So quick to Dangers! and ſo deaf to Love 

When thro the Gloom you ſought the hoſtile Hoſt, 

And all theLover in'the Hero loſt ; 

With only one Companion of your Toils, 

What Tents deftr6y'd ! how made thoſe Tents your 
Spoils ! 

As from their Stalls the Thracian Steeds you drew, 

How might ſome ſwift-revenging Hand purſue ! 

Reſcue the proud triumphant Prize you ſought, 

And ſnatch your Life, that richer Prize you brought ! 

Could then your Heaps of Spoils, your Hills of Slain, 

Sooth my ſad Soul, or mitigate my Pain! 

But yet, tho” ſafe from all thoſe fierce Alarms, 


You live not, if you live not in theſe Arms 


An what av. ul the Deeds Reports declare, 
Ualeſs you reap tide mighty Honours here! 


—— * 


While 
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While others bleſs their happy Hopes compleat, 
Their Joys deriving from Troy's finiſh'd Fate; 
Widow'd, I ſeck in vain for kind Relief, 
And Troy, my former Terror, is my Grief ! 
Her ruin'd Streets enrich'd with human Gore, 
Now tcem with Corn, that teem'd with Men before: 
Her once-rich Domes with richer Harveſts flow, 


But yield, as ſtill, to me the Fruit of Woe! 


FROM ev'ry Stranger that invades our Coaſt, 
With Tears I ask my wand'ring Lover loſt; 
To his kind Care my Letter'd-Griefs commit, 
And pray that pitying Heaven may make ye meet. 
At Pylos I my doubtful Chief explor d; 
But Pylos told no Tidings of my Lord: 
To Sparta's Realms my ſpeedy Meſſage went, 


But Sparta Realms uncertain Anſwers ſent. 


O! ſtill had Troy maintain d her bright Abodes; 
Nor felt the Fury of her hoſtile Gods; 
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Exempt from this Variety of Care, 


Tad known no Dangers, but the Chance of War; 
But now what ſad Anxictics incloſe 
What real, what imaginary Wocs! 

What Horrors my diſtemper'd Fancy fill! 


What Fears I frame! how cv'ry Fear I feel! 


From Rocks, from raging Scas what Scenes I feign! 


Wild as the Rocks, and boundleſs as the Main : 


Oft fear, averſe to theſe domeſtic Charms, 


You lull your Honour in ſome Stranger's Arms; 
To pleaſe her Pride deſcribe your homely Wife, 
And bant' ring ridicule a virtuous Life 

But ſoon my Love diſpels thoſe Fears away; 


And on the Gods! charge your long Delay. 


Mx urgent Sire, leſt Sorrows ſhould conſume - 
The youthful Beauties of my vernal Bloom, 
With Pray 'rs engag d my Heart again to wed, 
And taſte the Pleaſures of a ſecond Bed; 


But 
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But not my Sire could move my Soul's Decree, 
Still was I thine, and thine will ever be! 


Now conſcious of my pure, unſpotted Flame, 


Himſelf he cenſures, and applauds my Name. 


YET where cen Duty, and his Will could fail, 
Audacious Lovers labour to prevail: | 
T heir Suit the Samians, the Dulichians move, 
With all the flatt'ring Fopperies of Love; 
In noiſy. Crouds intrude, unbidden Gueſts ! 
Carouſe our Banquets, riot on our Feaſts, 
In wanton Luxuries our Stores decay, 
And all, but Love, becomes an eaſy Prey! 
Piſander, Polybus, and Medon too, 
With num'rous.others, join the lawleſs Crew. 
Why ſhould I each deteſted Name repeat ? 
Spunge to our Wealth! and Canker to our State! 
Rude by Reproof, and inſolently bold f 
Unaw'd they revel, triumph if controul d. 


E 1 
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Alas! what Force of ours can end the Strife? 
A feeble Father, and a widow'd Wife! 
Your tender Son, unbred to fierce Alarms, 
Implores his Sire to lead his Soul to Arms, 
As loſt, of late, the duteous Youth I mourn'd ; 
Bent on your Search, to find his Hopes return'd. 
But may kind Heaven its choiceſt Bleſſings ſhed, 
From Harms protect his dear devoted Head ; 
His Fame for- e ver guard, for- ever raiſe, 
To crown the peaceful Ev'ning of our Days! 

Bur who ſhall now our injur d Right maintain, 
Controul Offenders, and aſſert our Reign ? 
| Decay'd, your Father ſcarcely dares command; 
Tho' wiſe his Counſels, wither'd is his Hand! 
What can my helpleſs, tender Nature ſhew ? 
A Woman only, and a ſoft one too! 
Unhappy We! whoſe Weakneſs is our Power ! 
Tl weep! Ill ſigh! but I can do no more— 
| Let 
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Let Sighs, and Tears your quick Return engage, 
To guide your Son, and guard your Father's Age, 
From Life's laſt Verge conduct him gently down, 
And teach the Youth to ſoar to high Renown ! 
Then haſte ! leſt as 1 weep for your Return, 


Too late, like me, my fading Charms you mourn. 
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Ariadne to Theſeus. 


The ARGUMENT. 


| : N 
| The Athenians Having baſely killed Androgeos the 


Son of Minus King of Crete; that Prince, by 
a ſevere War, compelled them to ſend annually 


ſeven Batchelors and as many Virgins to be de- 


voured by the Minotaure. This was a Monſter 
engendered by a Bull upon Paſiphae, the Wife of 
Minus, While he was engaged in the Athenian 
Wars. Among others, the Lot fell upon The- 
ſeus to be one of theſe deſtined Touths, but he 
encountered and killed the Monſter, and after- 
wards by the direction of Ariadne made his eſcape 
out of the Labyrinth, and fled with her, to the 
Iſle of Naxos. Afterwards, upon a Summons 


from Bacchus, he left her one Morning when a- 


ſleep : ſhe finding her ſelf thus deſerted, ſends 
him this Epiſtle. | 


F ROM that inhuman Shore theſe Lines receive, 


Where late you left a tender Nymph to grieve ; 


Tho' there expos d to ſavage Beaſts of Prey, 
She lives to call thee ſavager than they: 


Their 
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Their Cruelties no more than Nature prove ; 
But Theſeus hid his Cruelties in Love, 

When Sleep, and his endearing Arms betray'd 
A drowzy, eaſy, miſerable Maid! 


© SCARCE| had the tuneful Birds awak'd the Day, 
And the Dew glitter'd at each dawning Ray; 

When melting in ſoft Dreams, my Arms I threw, 

To claſp my Joys, and circle them in you; 

But as 1 ſtretching turn'd me to your Place, 

An empty Graſp receivd my warm Embrace; 

Turning, again I reach'd, 1 ſcarch'd again; 

I lookt, I felt; but lookt, or felt in vain: 

Wak'd in a Fright, I ſtarted from the Bed, 

And as I feard, I found my Swain was fled. 

At this I beat my Breaſt, I tore my Hair, 

And ſtood a-while the Image of Deſpair. 


LEp by the Luſtre of the waning Moon, 


From Place to Place diſtractedly I run; 


4 , 
I : 
{| 
| 
* 11; 8 
i it 
74 | 
j 
464 
TROY 
i144 
1 
1 
1 
| 
[ 
4 
#1 
! 
1 
N . 
Wit 
4 17 1 
An 
mY 
n 
[1484 
11 
{410 
[ 
N 
. 
. 
l 
iz . 
1 0 
4 i A 
"18 
FG 
{4714 
meas 
Þ 
i” 
. 
. 
i114 
ot 
PHE 
\ j 
i 
14 
11 
it 
1 = - 
i" 
? 1 
4081 
11 
{4 
U (4 
mh 
FI 
i 
i th 
i 4 
"1th 
Wh 
t 
tt 
mh 
ti 
"Ah 
vo Y l 
144% 
if! 
i} 
Mt i 
1108 
ih 
Mint 
1334640 
\ 
wg 
4 / 
£11: 
Wit 
n C 
1 04 
4 i . 
I. 
(111408 
II 
var N 
[ : 
Tt; 
'” 
ti 
"il 
if 
"hi 
Il 
— 
111 
15 
i 
U 
fi 
444 
11 
18 0 
iy 
Wt. 
11 
1 : 
00 
tit! 
4 
in! 
uh 
7 
1 
iſt; 
* 
i} L 
j) 
i; 
60 
i! 
ul 
16 
ti 
1. 
Nt 
ll 
uf 
at 


My 
| | 
[i 


1 


— 

— 
— —— 
ar - 5 


— — 


— — —— — 
—.— — r 


— — — 


— . mm ——_—__—_— 
Jac 
- 


— - — 


74 Mi ſcellancous Po E Ns. 


By her pale Rays, not half ſo pale as I, 

Dimly the ſolitary Land eſpy ; 

With widow'd Eyes ſurvey the mournful View, 

But all, like me, ſeem'd deſtitute of you: 

Theſeus ! along the concave Shores I cry'd ; 

Theſeus ! the repercuſlive Shores reply'd : 

The Shores, tho' deaf to Storms, more kind than 
you, 


Heard ev'ry Call, and echoing call'd you too, 


Rais'p on the Margin of the thirſty Sands, 
A rough, a barren Promontory ſtands j 
Advent'rous by Deſpair, the Top I climb, 
For Paſſion gave a Pinion to each Limb: 
Thence, the wide Seas, and ſubject Floods ſurvey, 
And o'er the blue Expanſion roll my Eye; 
When ſtrait 1 faw thy diftant Streamers blow, 
Float on the tne, and o'cr the Billows flow. 
Amaz'd, at firſt I doubted my Surprize, 
And Reaſon heid a Conflict with my Eyes: 

3 a 
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But ſoon (too ſoon ) I found the Terror true, 
Nor did my wond'ring Eyes deceive, but you! 
Then, in what Agony of Thought I ſtood! 

How chill'd my Boſom! and how freez'd my Blood! 
[Till o'er my ſpeechleſs Rage, my Grief prevail d, 
Unloos'd my frigid Tongue, and loud I call'd! 
O Theſeus ! Theſeus ! whither do you fly? 
Return— 'tis Ariadne calls! I die 

At evry Call I beat my panting Breaſt, 

And where my Accents fail'd, my Rage expreſt: 
From my cold Limbs my parting Veſt I tore; 
And high in Air the waving Signal bore. 

In vain ! my Breath but made you faſter fly, 
Nor would you ſec the Sign, nor hear the Cry. 


Bur when my Sight no farther could purſue, 
And intervening Oceans dimm'd my View : 
Till then reſtrain d, my Tears in Torrents flow'd, 
Stream'd down my Eyes, and all the Woman ſhow'd: 
| My 
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My Eyes! their only Office, let them weep; 
And mourn the Theſeus, that they could not keep. 


Now like ſome frantic Bacchanal I fly, 
Now bath'd in Grief, on ſome bleak | Mountain lie, 
From thence the ſolitary Scas explore, 
See the Waves riſe, and hear the Billows roar ; 
Cold as the Flinty-Rock, there ſit alone, 


And ſeem a Piece juſt growing from the Stone. 


Oft to the conſcious Grotto I return, 
Sigh o'er my Gricf, and o er thy Abſence mourn : - 


There, as ſome Tranſport to my Soul appears, 


Kindles my Breaft, and melts my Heart in Tears ; 


Falling I preſs thy dear, deſerted Place, 

And breathe. my Sorrows on the briny Grats ; 

To the ſad Shades in plaintive Accents cry, 

O cruel! could you let my T heſeus fly ? 

I brought my Theſeus hither true, and kind, 

Sure tis your baneful Influence chang d his Mind! 
Ye. 
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Ye Shades, ye Shades, my gentle Swain reſtore, 


True, as at firſt; and tender, as before. 


War ſhall I do! or whither can I fly? 
What Succour, what Inhabitant is nigh? 
No human Race poſſeſs the ſavage Iſle, 
No riſing Harveſts on the Peaſants ſmile; 
No Trade the barren Wilderneſs ſupplies, — 


Girt with rough Seas, and bound with barren Skies. 


Bur ſhould ſome favourable Ship appear, 
Moor on theſe Shores, and wait my Paſſage here, 
To what far unknown Region ſhould I roam? 
Where ſcek a Shelter? and where find a Home? 
No Cretan Cities will Protection give, 

Nor can my Friends, my injur'd Friends! forgive. 
To you, falſe Man, my Father I betray'd ; 
And Heaven has juſtly now the Crime repaid! 
To gain your Love, your-wand'ring Steps I ſped, 
And thro the e too kindly led ; 


3 Bur 
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But when I firſt the active Present bore, 

What Words! what Vows! what Promiſes you | 
ſwore! 

By this dear Gift, you cry'd, this magic Clue, 

Which thus for ever binds my Heart to you! 

To your laſt Breath my faithful Love I ſwear, 

Firm be my Oath, as Ariadne's dear. 

Falſe Man, I live, (if one like me can live) 

To ſee your Love, your Promiſes, deceive! 

O! had you me with my poor Brother ſlain, 

Then had your Vows been void, and void my Pain. 


Bur, whilſt I theſe experienc'd Griefs relate, 
Blind to my future Griefs, reſervd by Fate; 
What fictious Horrors all my Thoughts controul, 
Riſc on my Sight, and ſink upon my Soul ! 
In evry Breeze fome ranging Beaſt Thear, 
And ſtart at Phantoms conjur'd by my fear : 
Imagine Lions in the Oceans roar, * 

And fabled Monſters riſing from the Shore: 


See 
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See murd'ring Ruffians bloody Daggers riſe, 

Gild the green Gloom, and glimmer in my Eyes; 
Faint, ſcarce I move, pant with thick- beating Breath, 
And my Soul ſuffers with ideal Death: 

Fearful ſome ſervile Slavery to prove, 

Below my Lineage, and below thy Love. 


WuxkRkE-EER I turn my Sight, where- cer Igo, 
Freſh Scenes of Horror multiply my Woe 3 

As Or the deſart Rocks my Eyes J roll, 

There view the gloomy Image of my Soul : 

On the wide Scas with black ning Tempeſts fill'd, 
Survey my troubled Breaſt with Sorrows ſwell'd. 
Nor in my deepeſt Anguiſh ſcarcely dare 
Breathe a ſad Sigh to Heaven, or ſteal a Prayer; 

For would the liſt ning Gods relieve my Pain, 

Thoſe Gods that ev'n have chang'd my faithleſs 

Swain! 
Thoſe cruel Gods that leave me thus a Prey 
To ſavage Beaſts, or Man more fierce than they! 
O 


% 
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O that my Brother's Blood had ne'cr been ſpilt, 
Nor Athens paid fo dearly for the Guilt ! 
O that by thee the Monſter ne'er had dy'd ! 
Nor this fond Hand the ductive Clue ſupply'd ! 
Thro' the blind Maze 1 taught thy Steps to rove, 
But loſt myſelf in Labyrinths of Love! 
Nor do I wonder that you conquer'd ſo, 


Yourſelf the greater Monſter of the two! 


Steel'd with that Savageneſs you dard the War, 


—— erate. 
. —— 


And fac d a Danger that you could not fear: 
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Well might that Breaſt the horned Combate try, 


= —— 


Whoſe Powers the ſharper Darts of Love defy. 


YE treach rous Slumbers, that deceiv'd my Joys, 
O cloſe again, for ever! cloſe theſe Eyes : 
Robb'd of my Bliſs, in vain you bring Relief, 


Unleſs, as you begun, you end my Grief. 


bl 


' Ye faithleſs Gales, that bore my Love away, 


No more in ſportive Zephirs idly play; 


But 


* 
5 
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But charg'd with Griefs in deeper Murmurs blow, 


That Tongue that firſt my eaſy Heart betray d, 


Like that, too ſoothing, faithleſs too like theſe! 


Shall no dear heart-diſſolving Friend be near, 
To ſooth my Sorrows with a tender Tear! 
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Sigh out my Sighs, and whiſper out my Woe, 
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Anp thou, falſe. Theſeus, liſtleſs of my Cries, 
Could not a Brother's Death thy Rage ſuffice! 


By diff rent Means you act an equal Wrong, 


He felt your Sword, and ] that flatt'ring Tongue; 


Till Sleep, and riſing Gales conſpir'd their Aid; 
Conſpir'd, like filly me, a Swain to pleaſe, 


Muse then alas theſe widow'd Eyes no morc 
Suryey: the Confines of 1 my Native Shore! 
But daily fading in a foreign Land 


Expire, without a Parent's cloſing Hand! 


Shall no religious Rites be kindly paid! 
No Comfort dying! and no Guard when dead! 
Vor. II. 1 But 
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But muſt my Body un- inhum'd decay, 
Alike, when living, and when dead, a Prey. 


"WriLE vou at Athens ſeek a glorious name! 
To reap the mighty Harveſt of your Fame; | 
Deſcribe the Monſter- Man, the Conqueſt blaze; 3 
And traverſe o'er again the winding- Maze : 

How great 'twill ſound, to name a certain Maid, 


That crown'd your Arms deſerted! and betray d! 


Bur cruel as the Rocks that brought thee forth, 
(For I can nc'er believe thy boaſted Birth) 
Would ſome kind Power my Hpectre· Figure ſhow, 
'Twould rouch thy Soul with ſympathetic Woe! 
But ſince the diſtance ſuch a Sight denies, - 
O ſce my Sorrows by Idea riſe.” * 
Think then, you ſee a Mountain's batter'd Brow, | 
Beat by rough Winds, and ſtunn'd by Floods below ; 5 
On ſome deep-bellying Crag behold me there, 
Jy Locks diſheve'd, and my Boſom bare. 


+. 


" Behold 
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Behold me on the clammy Stone reclin'd, 
Like rainy Harveſts bending with the Wind; 
While ocr the dewy Sheets I breathe my Pain, 
Drench'd in my Tears, and ſpatter'd by the Main. 
5 Theſeus relent, and if at your Return, 
vou find me dead O Theſeus cloſe my Urn. 
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Dido to Ancas. 


The ARGUMEN T. 


Encas, at the Deſtruction of Troy, having ſaved 
his Houſhold-Gods, his Father, and his Son Aſ- 

canius from the Flames; ſet Sail with twenty 

Veſſels, and was at length ſhipwrecked on the 

Lybian Shore. © Where Dido, ſecreting herſelf 

from her Brother Pygmalion's Cruelty (who had 
murdered Sichæus her Husband) built the Ci- 

1 of Carthage. Mneas and his Fleet were 

Very hoſpitably Entertained, and the Queen 

fell paſſionately in Love with him, and com- 
pleated her Wiſhes by Enjoyment. But Æneas 
in a Dream being admoniſhed by Mercury to go 
in queſt of the Kingdom of Italy, long before 
promiſed him by the Gods, he readily prepares 
for the Expedition. Dido, ſoon alarmed therea; 
5 tries 
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tries all Arts to diſſuade him from his intended 
Enterprixe, which proving fruitleſs, ſhe at laſt, 
in Deſparr, ſends him . Epiſtle. 


N Us ſome expiring Swan bewails her Woe, 
While with the Streams her Strains in Anguiſh 
| | flow : | | 
Nor think 1 theſe, that Heart ſo hard, can move, 
Shall Sorrow ſtronger than my Paſſion prove! 
When Love, when Honour, and when Int'reſt fail, 
Can a weak Woman's ſoft Complaints prevail: 
Theſe all were yours, but are not worth your Care, 
Alas you leave the Giver to deſpair; 
With ardent Wimes court the riſing Gales, 
Falſe as your Oaths, and flatt ring as your Tales; 
While now the Ships their ſwelling Wings diſplay, 
To bear your Vows, with all my Hopes away! 
Led by dcluſive Thoughts of Fame to come, 
Perhaps the Fates but tempt you out to roam, 
G 3 


But 


; 
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But if a future Empire fire your Mind, 

Think of this Empire which you leave ns; 

To crown that Wiſh the proffer'd Gift receive, | 25 
With all a Lover and a Queen can give, 

Suppoſe you reach this foreign unknown Shore, | 
Safe from the dang rous Ocean's ſtormy Roar, 

What Friend, what Subject ſhall your way prepare, 
Or who commit on truſt the regal Care! | 
What Stratagems, what Methods will you prove? 
All are not caſy Nymphs betray'd by Love! 

Nor will your Cities on a ſudden riſe 

To vie with Carthage, and invade the Skies: 

Tut can propitious Pottüne Cer beſtow 1 

A Nymph 0 kind, like Dido, true! 


That you, like wretched Dido, may undo! 


ALAS my tender Heart! I burn, I burn! 8 
Like Tapers dying ocr ſome holy Urn, 
Aueas all my tortur d Breaſt employs, mr 
Streams in my Tears, and ſparkles in my Joys: 


3 | For 
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For ever in my Sight his Image ſeems, 

Charms when awake, and melts me in my Dreams. 
Yet whilſt the lovely Tyrant mocks my Pain, 
How often do I curſe the cold Diſdain ? 

But ſoon, for ſtill his pleading Eyes are by, 
Revoke the Curſe, and give my Tongue the Lye. 


O Venus! kindly ſooth a bleeding Heart, 
O Cupid! pierce him with an equal Dart. 
Thy Shafts the very Deities controul, 

Shall they then fail to reach a Mortal's Soul! 
O teach me how this Paſſion to reſign, 


Or touch his Boſom with a Flame like mine. 


FaLsE-hearted Man, no more thy Fates deceive, 
Which breathing Vows enforc'd me to believe; 
No tender Goddeſs could thy Parent prove ! 

At leaſt the Goddeſs, and the Queen of Love: 
I was Pride that forg'd the vain deluſive Lye, 
For thou haſt nought of Love but Perjury. 
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From ſavage Rocks, or treach'rous Seas you ſprung, 

| A "4 of ach n 
Where Sirens tun d that falfe bewitching Tongue: 
From that inhuman Stock your Nature drew 


Hardneſs, Inconſtancy, and Coldneſs too. 


Bur whither, cruel Wand'rer, would you run? 
What Dangers tempt, my injur'd Sight to ſhun ? 
Tho! deaf as Rocks the raging Sea deforms, 

Tho' fickle as the Winds that drive the Storms; 
Think on your perjur'd Faith, and O refrain! 

Nor tempt the Dangers of the ſtormy Main, 
Bchold the ſwelling Waves obſtru& your way. 
Kindly they form Excuſes for Delay ; 

Shall the rough Winds, and Billows prove more 
true, : p 
More ſoſt, more tender, and more kind than you! 5 

If thus to wrong my Love you tempt your Fate, 
Diſdain you'll purchaſe at too dear a rate! | 
But if you ad rather wander o'cr the Deep, 

Than in theſe longing Arms be lull'd aſleep 3 

. . May 
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May Heaven indulgent yet a while reſerve, 
The fatal Vengeance you ſo well deſerve, 
Nor into Perils thus ſo raſhly fly, 
But wait the Promiſe of a kinder Sky; 
Strait ſhall the Winds be cn the Storms blown 
Oer, 
And gentler Breezes court thee from the Shore: 
While, if my Wiſhes, and my Hopes are true, 


Some God may work an equal Change in you. 


Bur would you thus a freſh Experience gain, 
Thus by repeated hazard prove the Main; 5 
O think what latent Dangers fill the Deep, 
Tho Winds lie huſh's, tho Billows lull'd afleep ; 
The treach'rous Waves ſome Vengeance may con- 
ceive, ; ; 
May, like that falſe deluding Face, deceive. 
And ſhould ſome low'ring Storm involve the Skies, 
What violated Power would hear your Cries? 
| Would 
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Would Venus, tho your Parent, guard her Foes, | 


Her Power controuls the Seas from whence it roſc, - 


Nor that I wiſh this fatal Judgment near ! 
I only caution, what I kindly fear; 
Tho led by thee, abandon d, and betray'd, 
Methinks I could not ſee thee thus repaid . 
O rather live, to Gave that perjur d Breath, 


Be falſe, be cruel, triumph in my Death. 


Bur think you hear the angry Billows roll, 
(Good Heaven avert the Omen of my Soul) 
Think then what Scenes of Horror will enſue, 
Riſe in your Mind, and open to your View: 
When Dido, whom, you'll pity then too late! 
Shall riſe the bloody Witneſs of her Fate; 
Repeat thoſe tender Perjurics you ſaid, 
And point for Vengeance on the Wounds you made. | 
Confounded by Deſpair, with Guilt oppreſs d, 
You'll feel a fiercer Tempeſt in your Breaſt : 
| | In 


/ 


In the fad Anguiſh of Afflickion call, 
« 'Tis juſt ye Gods, my Crimes deſerve i it all. 


Each Moment ſome impending Judgment dread, | 
And think the Thunder levell'd at your Head. 


IF Dangers and Prſuaſions fail to move, Is 
Let your own Care a ſtronger Motive prove; 
III not receive the Kindneſs, as my Boon, 
T1 call it render Pity n | 
Think on his blooming Years, nor truſt his Tas. 
'Tis Crime enough to wrong an injur'd Wife. 
Think then upon thoſe Deities you bear, 

Nox late their dread Divinity revere; 

Vou, that redeem d them from the Flames of Troy, 
Shall you by a worſe Fate their Powers deſtroy! 
But neither Gods, nor Mortals you regard, 

No Pity ever touch'd a Heart ſo hard; 

Thoſe Shoulders ne er reliev d a Sire oppreſs d, 
Rather thy Crimes ſat heavy on his Breaſt. 


Fal le 
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Falſe as thy ſelf, tis all an empty Cheat ; 

Nor have I firſt experienc d thy Deccit. 

Like me, Creiiſa thy fond Tales believ'd, 

Like me deſerted, and like me deceiv'd! 

How have I made her Miſeries my own, 

Which now alas too fatally are one! 

For this with Vengeance arm'd the Gods purſue, 
To give your perjur'd Villainies their due; 
For this, for ſeven long Years they made you roam 


A vagrant Weretch, unworthy of a Home. 


1 
. 


DRriy'x on my Coaft, you fu'd a ſuppliant Gueſt, 


Undone by Fortune, and by Storms opprefſs d; 


Moy'd by your Wants, I melted at your Grief, 
And ſooth d your pleading Sorrows with Relief. 


I gave alas !— what gave I not to you? 


My Crown, my Kingdom, and my Honour too! 


And is it thus my Kindneſs you reward ! 
And is it thus my Pity you regard! 
Unge- 
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Ungen' rous! can you ſo forgetful. prove, 
So loſt alike to Gratitude and Love! 


Bur curſt for ever be hs fatal Day, 
When in the conſcious, elt ring Shade we lay : 
Alas how dear did that Protection colt! 
For that my Honour, and my Fame 1 loſt! 
With what preſaging Howls the Furies yelld? 
What Ululations all the Vallies fill d? 

Een Nature labour d to divert my Fate; 


. But I the doubtful Signals learn'd too late! x | 


3 


ToRMENTING 3 ſelfaccuſing Thought! 
What have 1 done! O whither am ! broughe ! | 
Reflecting, from my ſelf 1 in vain I fly ; 8 


Aſham' d to live, and yet afraid to die! 
Can my dear Lord this ſpotted Soul receive! 


Or will his injur d Ghoſt my Guilt forgive ? 


Lasr 
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LAsT Night his Statue in the gloomy Grove, 
A pious Token of my chaſter Love þ: 
With Chaplets, and with verdant Foliage dreſs'd; 
To me theſe deep propherick Words expreſs'd; , E 
_ Come Dido,— thrice the hollow Echo ſpoke, : 
Trembling I heard i it thrice, and thrice 1 ſhook. 
I come dei injur” d Shade— but ſadly now, : 
Loaded with Shame, and overcharg d with Woe. : 
O can you pardon me! indeed his Charms 
Would melt the coldeſt Virtue | in his Arms; 
His heavenly Birth, and ks more heavenly Eyes, 
99 ſtrongly, ſo unwarily ſurprize! — 
Such Looks, ſuch Words would make all Hearts be- 

lieve 

It was not in his Nature to deceive: : 
But if his dear enchanting | Wiles you knew, 
My gs you 'd wave, and wiſh the Charmer true. 
And were he ſuch, Td glory i in my Shame, 
Exceſs like that would juſtify my Flame 
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Too truly I my rigid Fortune know, 
Deſtin'd to Sorrow, and inur'd to Woe! 
Slain at the Shrine my much lamented Lord, > 26.2 
Fell a ſad Victim to my Brother's Sword: 
Oppreſs d, the Blood - polluted Land I left, 
By Foes purſu'd, and of my Friends berefr. 
Here fled, here Büllt tds City which you ſee, 
And dearly purchas d what I give to thee; 
With thoſe wide Lands that ſtretch along he Shore, 
Far as the miſty Proſpect can explore. ae 
With grudging Hearts my Neighbours ſaw me riſe, 
And view'd my Glories with malignant Eyes. 
Lurd by my Wealth, pretending Courtiers came, 
And hid the Traytor in the Suiter's Name: 
Who ſoon when you are gone, by force may ſtorm, 
And ſhow thi Uſurper in his proper orm 
While I defenceleſs, ſeek in vain a Friend, 


* b 
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My Self to ſuccour, and my Right defend. 
But firſt O bind theſe Arms, your Bonds will prove, 
More eaſy and more gentle than your Love: 


To 


8 
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96 
To my curſt Brother's Sword my Life conſign, 
A Victim to my murder d Husband' 8 Shrine. 

Far off the Object of your Hate convey, 

Io ſcorn'd Wyarbas ſend the Captive Prey: 
Then go to foreign Lands, your Deeds relate, a 
And nobly triumph in a Woman's Fate ; 55 
But wiſely firſt from Sacrilege refrain, | 
Nor with polluting Hands your Gods "IDEN 


Your Gods from evry Touch may ſuffer more, 
Than c'er they fear d from Trojan Flames before. 


Bur you perhaps have left me e er you go, 
Some miſerable Legacy of Woe; 


Time ſoon may ſee the Token of our Slams: 
Bluſh into Life, and kindle into Shame 3 
Then ſure my Death muſt melt that ſavage Heart, 
At leaſt you'll ſuffer. for your tender Part. 


Bur with a Credit to deceive, you ſay, 
A God excites, and blames your long Delay: 
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O had that cruel Deity before | 
Preſerv d your Fortunes, and preſerv'd my | Shore! 
Does then this tutelary Power again 
Dire& your Voyage thro' the pathleſs Main? 
What Scenes of Sorrows next compleat your Woes ? 
What unattempted Dangers muſt oppoſe! 
Dangers, which Troy, reſtor'd to all her State, 
Could never purchaſe at an equal Rate: 
Vet you imaginary Lands purſue, 
And with chimeric Kingdoms feaſt your View : 
In unknown Latium Empires are deſign'd, 
And T zber's Streams run ever in your Mind. 
But tis Variety you long to prove; 


Fickle alike in Fortune, and in Love. 


Can Crowns or Scepters Satisfaction give; 
This Crown a Token of my Flame receive: 
My ſubject Kingdom at your Feet PII lay, 
With all Obedience which a Queen can pay: 
Vo: R To 
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To Lybian Lands conſign your ſpreading Fame, 
And raiſe new Ilium by a happier Name. 

But if you ſcorn the gentle Arts of Peace, 

And in mete queſt of Dangers ſearch the Seas; 
Beſtow that Courage on my Country's Foes, 

For fierce Invaders every Side incloſe. 

Here let Aſcanius with your Arms controul, 
Live o'cr his Sire, and copy all his Soul; 


Encreaſing Fame diffuſe to foreign Shores, 


And ſnade with conquꝭ ring Wreaths our ſofter Hours. 


Bur, by thoſe kindred Deities you boaſt, 
By thoſe you rev'rence, thoſe you honour molt : 
By all that ever could your Wiſhes move, 
Command your Pity, or reward your Love; 
So may your Son adorn your Age with Joy, 
And all the Father crown the blooming Boy; 
So may your Parents Aſhes reſt in Eaſe, (0 
So may your Soul with his be bleſt with Peace. 


O 


— 
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O hear! O liſten to my dying Prayer, 
Nor plunge a wretched Abject in Deſpair! 
What have I done, that thus you leave me ſo, 
In what have I declar'd my ſelf your Foe? 
Did I, or mine, our hoſtile Arms employ, 
And with the Grecians urge the Fate of Troy? 
No! no! from Love, not Hatred flows my Il, 
And what afflicts me, I muſt love you ſtill! | 

PERHAPS the Thoughts of ſtale domeſtic Charms, 
Bar from my Breaſt that Heaven in your Arms : 
If fo, all ſpecious Titles Ill reſign, 
Be what you will ! ſo I may make you mine. 
Grant but your Love, I beg no nuptial Tie, 
For Love is Life, is Honour, all to Me! 


YET if this dear Petition be too great, 
One momentary Fayour1 intreat: 
While thus deſcending Tempeſts toſs the Sea, 
And ſwelling Billows ſtop the watry Way; 
| H 2 With 
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With Patience wait, and prudently prepare 
Your Crew to ſtrengthen, and your Ships repair. 
Nor on a ſudden leave my Soul accurſt, 

Bat ſoftly ſooth it into Patience firſt; 

Adminiſter ſome gentle, kind Relief, 

And teach me by degrees to bear my Grief. 
Then, if your Reſolutions muſt prevail, 

And all my Tears, and all my Prayers muſt fail 91 
Soon ſhall the Storms in whiſp'ring Gales expire, 


And the calm Ocean with your Wiſh conſpire.” 


Bur if inexorable you remain — 

Deaf to my Griefs, and careleſs of my Pain; 

Think that you ne'er ſhall triumph long, for know, 

This Hand can put a Period to my Wo. 

This Sword, your fatal Gift, the Task can do; 

Sure it can kill, becauſe it came from you: 

Cloſe in my Lap the thirſty Weapon lies, 

Bath'd with the briny Torrents of my Eyes : 
en 2 ES, 
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Which, .if I fail, my Paſſion to redeem, 
Shall turn the cryſtal to a crimſon Stream. 


From my torn Breaſt the rooted Pain remove, 


And there conclude the Wound began by Love. 


AND thou, dear Anna! conſcious of my Woc, 
This laſt kind Office to a Siſter ſhow : 
With pious Care my breathleſs Bones inhume, 
Shed ſome ſoft Sorrow, and erect a Tomb. | 
Nor there Sichæus, as my Conſort, name, 
Alas that Title will diſgrace his Fame! 
But let the partial Monument relate, 
This ſad, this melancholy Tale of Fate: 


e Unhappy Dido lies beneath this Stone, 
«BY falſe e/Eneas, and his Vows undonc; 
« True to her Love, tho' ſcorn'd ; deceivd, ſhe dy'd; 


« He gave the Sword; her Hand the Sword apply d. 
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1 | Leander tO Hero, 


PRIESTESss of the Temple of Venus; 


His nightly Viſits to Her, by ſwimming over the 
| Helleſpontic Sca. 


HAT Health Leander to his Hero (ends, 


his Friends. 
Ic the kind Gods my conſtant rn ſpeed, 
Theſe Lines my Charmer with Regret muſt wad; 


But ſure 1 tear, the cruel Deitics 


Conſpire againſt me with the Winds and Scas; 
Aſſiduous Prayers are offer d up in vain, 
Waves choak my Paſſage oer the ſtormy Main. 


Upon his being by Tempeſts, prevented from paying 


Himſelf would bring, were Winds and Scas 
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See! what a pitchy Gloom involves the Sky, 
How fiery red the nimble Light'nings Aly : 
Scarce any Veſſel will the Danger prove, 

Of high-ſwolln Billows, and of angry Jove. 


One only ventures from the Shore to part ; 
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Fraught with the Wiſhes of my bleeding Hcart; 


O may propitious Love conduct her way, 
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/ Swift as his Shafts, uncrring too as they. 
| I would have climb'd the happy Veſſcl's Side, 
But all Abydos then my Love had ſpy d, 


1 Which I fo long conceal'd in deep Diſguiſe 
| From all the World, and from my Parents Eyes. 


This when I wrote, with murm'ring Sighs I ſaid, 
Go, faithful Paper, to the lovely Maid, 
Feel the ſoft Touches of her beautcous Hands, 
(Thy Maſter 8 ſuch tweet Commands) 
As with her Iv'ry Teeth ſhe ſtrives to break 
Thy ſlender Chains, cloſe by her glowing Cheek: 
Enjoy the Bliſs of every breathing Gale, 


And Fragrance, which her roſy Lips exhale. 
H4 | Theſe 
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Theſe ate the Dictates of an am'rous Heart, 


To ſenſeleſs Paper which my Hands impart : 


The level Surface of the long-known Deep ! 


Seven Nights are paſt, to me a tedious Year ; 


— La. e795 — — — = : 


Since howling Tempeſts ſtun my tortur'd Ear : 
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If during theſe, ſoft Sleep has ſeal'd my Eyes, 


ED 


Mourning to ſee the low'ring Morns ariſe, 


— SY 


May I no more thy deareſt Sight regain. 
Sometimes upon a rugged Rock reclin'd, 

I ſtrive to ſooth my melancholy Mind; 
With carncſt Look, and ardent Thought purſue 
The diſtant, dear, forbidden Shore in View : 
Swifter than Light, Imagination flies, 


And gains what intervening Space denies, 


Methought I ſaw thy watchful Taper blaze, 


But O! how much more willing would they ſwee/? 


Kept by the Dangers of the furious Main, . 


As oer the lonely Rocks, and Shelves 1 gaze, 


Thrice 


. 
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Thrice I depos'd my Garments on the Sand, 
Thrice plunging in the Dcep, forſook the Land. 
The ſurging Waves my youthful Blows repell'd, 
Beat on my Temples, and my Fury quell'd. 
But O! thou Chief of all the ſwelling Tribe, 
What mighty Treaſure could thy Malice bribe, 
To thwart my Will? againſt unhappy me 
Thy Spite is vented, rather than the Sea. 
| Cold tho thou art, thy chilly frozen Veins! 
'Thaw'd by warm Love, have thrill'd with am'rons 
Pains. ö | 
How hadſt thou bluſter'd, if ſome pious Aid 
Had ſtopt thy Paſſage to the raviſh'd Maid? 
Taught by thy ſelf then, Boreas, learn to ſpare 
My ſick'ning Hopes, and hear a Lover's Prayer; 
Deaf to. my Prayers, regardleſs of my Moan, 
Boreas re-murmurs in a louder Tone. 
O! had 1, Daedalus, thy daring Wings, 
Scorning the Danger which Ambition brings, 


If Soar ing 
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Soaring aloft, I'd skim the buxom Air, 
And fly to the Embraces of my Fair. 


This too's deny'd ; then let me for a while 


With fadly-ſweet amuſing Thoughts beguile 
The tedious Time, recall thoſe flecting Hours 
Of killing Extaſy, that once were. ours. 
Forth from my Father's Houſe I ftole alone, 
As Night ſlow- mounting up her Ebon-Throne, 
Began her twinkling Glories to diſplay, 

And to the Shore unhceded took my way 5 
Then threw my Garments with my Fear aſide, 
And plunging, buffeted the ſturdy Tide. 5 
The friendly Moon with kind officious Beams, 
Silver d the Surface of the trembling Streams; 
Yet ever and anon ſhe ſeem'd to ſhrowd 

Her fading Luſtre in a fleecy Cloud. 

Then 1; Fair Goddeſs of the ſilent Night, 
Bereave me not of thy auſpicious Light; 
Mindful of young Endymion's bloomy Charms, . 
Conduct me ſafely to my Heros Arms. 
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You, tho' a Deity, for ſook the Skies, 
Lur'd by the Magick of a Mortalss Eyes 8 
A Goddeſs is the Object of my Care, 
| Her Form, her Mind, her All, Divinity declare! 
Her Charms to none the Preference reſign, 
But to the Paphian Queen's, or Cynthia, thine. 
| As all the Stars in yonder azure Field, 
| To thy ſerene ſuperior Brightneſs yield, 
So do the faireſt Nymphs with Envy die, 
And fade when near the Luſtre of her Eye. 
This ſwimming ſoftly to my ſelf J ſpoke; 


The yielding Waves divide at ey'ry Stroke. 
The olaſly Plain reflects the quiv'ring Ray, 

And the Skies brighten with a fainter Day. 
Scarce any ſlumb'ring Breeze was heard to breathe, 
Or ſound, bat of the bubbling * beneath. 

Halcyons alone their hapleſs Fate deplore, 


Moaning along the melancholy Shore. 
And now with vent'rous ſwimming almoſt ſped, 


High from the Main erc& I rajs'd my Head: 
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But with what Tranſport ſpy'd I from afar, 

Thc ruddy Gleamings of my better Star: 

Within, I ſaid, a brighter yet remains, 

Source of my Joys, and End of all my Pains. 

Sudden my Sinews reaſſum'd their Force, 

And with freſh Vigour I purſu'd my Courſe. 

Too weak Old Oceans confluent Waters prove, 
To quench the Flames of my reſiſtleſs Love. | 


Near and more near the Land advances ſtill, [ 


— 


But lags too ſlow for my fond cager Will. 
Now, now I view the Queen of my Deſire, 


And all my raging Paſſions are on fire. 


S ** Be oe OT 


Laodamia to Protefilans 


When he lay Wind. 3 at Aulis, on board the 
| Grecian Fleet, eff gned againſt TRox. | 


| 


— HE Winds expiring in a ſofter Breeze, 

Swell d the ſtretchd Sails, and ſmooth'd the 

peaceful Seas. Wy 

When, cer the Waves, in Thought thy Conti 1 Pe? 
Whilſt on thy Eyes my famiſh'd Eyes were fed: 
Nor could my Eyes the lovely Scene detain, 1» 
Dimm'd by my Tears, and dizzy by the Main, _ 
Bur loſt to thoſe thy Autr ring Sails purſue, 


Thy flurr ring Sails. fal leſl ning to my View, 


Float Oer the blewy Surge, and ſeem to wave Adien. 5 
Now bent beneath a Weight of Woe I ſtood, 


With Eyes ſtill fixing on n the Defart Flood, 
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Till froze with agonizing Pains I ſwoon'd, 

And Grief ſuffus d a Night of Shades around. 

Near was J loſt to evry healing Power, fs 

And ſcarce my Friends my fleeting Soul reſtore. 
Kind tho' their Care, yet kind alas in vain, 

Me they reviv'd, but ah! reviv'd to Pain. 

With Life's new Tides, new Tides of Sorrow flow, 
Grief melts my Soul, and Love diſſolves to Woe. 
New Scenes of Sorrows to my Soul appear, 

Hear in each Sigh, and ſtream in ev'ry Tear. 

No more my Dreſs reveals the caſy Fair, 

But, like my ſelf, neglected, ſuits my Care. 

No Flower-wrought Robes my tender Limbs infold, 
Shadcd with Dyes or interwove with Gold : 
No more my Locks with ſtarry Gems impreſt, 
Soft-waving, flow adown my riſing Breaſt : 
But frantick as ſome Bacchanal, I go, 
Alike in Figure, and alike in Woe. 

In vain the fair Phyſicians ſunk i in caſe, | 
von Female Airs my Soul diſtraed teaze; 5 


Ariſe 


Miſcellaneous Po E ms. 111 


Ariſe, they cry, reje& theſe Words of Care, 
Dreſs and be gay; for ſo becomes the Fair: 
And let the coſtly Pomp of Dreſs delight; 
Whilſt thou in Arms, ſuſtain'ſt the Toils of Fight. 
Shall purple Robes theſe careleſs Limbs inveſt, 
And the rough Buckler brace thy tortur d Breaſt ? 
Shall my looſe Locks diffuſive Odors ſhed, 


And the big Helmet load my Warrior's Head? 
„ & * . 
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Petrarch and Pattiſon invoke one Name, 


And both by Laura gain immortal Fame. 
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8 O you, dear Object of my firſt Deſires; 5 
a And only Partner of my ſofteft Fires: 


In artleſs Eloquence theſe Lines I ſend, 
And let my. Love cach lowly Verſe commend. 
Nor ſcorn theſe Numbers, tho too fadly dow, | 
Alas! they labour with a Weight of Woc! 
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The S1BYL of the Godhead diſpoſſeſs d, 
Speechleſs, no more the PROPHETESs confels'd : 
The Muſe bereft of your inſpiring Eyes, 
Neglected, now her wonted Aid denies z 
From you alone her Harmony ſhe drew, 


Nor ever charm'd, unleſs ſhe charm'd by you. 


_ Whar can I tell you new ! You know love, 
For that long ſince is regiſter'd above. 
But when I think on that amazing Art, 
That could ſo eaſily engage my Heart: 
I dread I know not what but O my Dear! 
Kindly forgive your Swain the fondling Fear, 
This Heart as eaſily you may deſpiſe, 
And ſcorn fo mean a Conqueſt of your Eyes, 
For Fancy often hears new Lovers ſfieh, 
And proſtrate ſces adoring Vaſſals die: 
But now to chace the Image of Deſpair, | 
Kindly ſhe whiſpers Comfort in my Ear. 
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How brisk the Tides, of Life around me roll! 


Love, I languiſh, and I live again. 


But loſt my ſelf, bewail my faithleſs Feet, 
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Then Heavens! what riſing Raptures fill my Soul! 
Reviving Pleaſures dance in evry Vein, 


But ah! too ſoon theſe Intervals decay, 

And in returning Sorrow melt away! 

Raving I curſe the ſtretching Hills that riſe. 

To intercept the Pleaſure of my Eyes : 
With mournful Looks I meaſure the wide Vale. 
And waft kind Wiſhes in each pafling Gale; 

Then melancholy, monrn my ſelf afleep, r, 
And my ſad Soul in Tears and Slumbers ſteep. | 


SOMETIMES to loſe, or chace my Cares away, 
I mix among the Hurry of the Day. 


Penſive, I wander thro' each crowded Street, 


$5.4 


The Streets to my diftemper'd Fancy feem 
But ſwimming Shadows of a ſickly Dream: 


118 Miſcellaneous P OEM S. 


While to my Mind the fluctuating Crouds, 
Appear but ſolitary waving Woods. 
Where: c er I turn my thoughtful Eyes, I find 
All, but the lovely Image of my Mind; 

Till loſt in wild Rapidity of Thought, 


Amaz d, I wonder at the Place I ſought. b 

IF I to Books; and Study take Recourſe, | 
Ev'n Books, and Study loſe their wonted Force; ” 
For what's perſuaſive Eloquence to me, i 
Unleſs to breathe my Love. ſick Soul to thee! 
And why ſhould I perplexing Thoughts explore, | 
My Mind's too thoughtful to admit of more. 

Thus I the Drudgery of Life purſue, - 7 
For Life's but painful Bondage void of You 1 
My Cares, almoſt deſpairing of Relief, 5 
Turn fancy d Pleaſures into real Grief, 

Bye | 
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Bur O my lovely Laura, charming Fair, 
Joy of my Soul, and Object of my Prayer; 
By all thoſe Tranſports that my Soul expreſt, 


When I lean'd trembling on your panting Breaſt: 
By all thoſe Languiſhments that told my Love, 


| Thoſe Languiſhments which then could Laura move! | 
; By thoſe dear Sighs that on each Whiſper hung, 
And ſweeten d e en the Muſic of your Tongue: | 


So may kind Fortune try each happy Art, 
To join true Lovers which ſhe cannot part, 
Inviolable let our Vows remain: 

And imitate, my Dear, your faithful Swain. 
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On a Roſe gathered, by Laune 
in Winter. 


HIL E flerce inclement biorirds deſcend, 
And foretts with the Winter bend; 

While no kind genial Suns? appear, 

To mollify the frozen Year; , 

Tell me, Laura, in what Skies 

Could this early Roſe ariſe} 

Or perhaps the Qucen of Love, 

A Siſter's Kindneſs for to pfovye, | 

Sent it from her Cyprian Gtove. 2 


Bur bluſhing don't deny, my Dear, 
If I ſhould tell you how, or where, 
You 
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Vou found the little Wonder grow, 
Riſing from a Bed of Snow W: ö 
For we have Reaſons to ſuffice, 

'T was created by yout Eyes; 

That Nature by a ſudden Lo 
For the Sun their Beams miſt ock; | 
They ſhed their Influence on the Earth ; 
And ſmiling bleſt the fragrant Birth : 
| By their genial Rays it grew 

Sw ect in Odour, ſweet in Hue, 
Full of Beauty; full of you. 


Bur whilſt you bluſh, to hear me ſay, 
Things ſo far from Reaſon's Way, 
You your very ſelf betray, 
For 'twas that Bluſh, with which you glow, 
I Bluſh which een revives me too 
That could ſuch wond rous Influence give; 


Create, and make a Flower live. 
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Achilles in the Nymph conceal'd, 
Was by the Warrior's Hand reveakd. 


Then, Laura, ſince it is your own, 
Let a Mother's Love be ſhown : 
In dewy Tears it mourns for Reſt, 
Then take your Infant to your Breaſt. 


+ For ſince at firſt it ſprung from Snow, | 


And there, 'tis likely, loves to grow ; 
Your Boſom's the beſt place I know ; 
For that not only has the Hue, 

But e en the very Coldneſs too. 


N 
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On LaURas Jinging. 


Hen Laura's tuneful Airs my Soul ſurprize, 
And fan the Flame created by her 0 3 
Forgetful of myſelf, I raſhly gaze 
On the dear Magic of her fatal Face; 25 
Each ſoft ning Sound my melting Soul diſarms, 
And I'm an eaſy Conqueſt to her Charms. 


Thus the bold Warriour, with undaunted Eye, 


Sees ſcatter d Troops and Armies round him die; 


Inſpir'd with Muſic's animating Sounds, 

In Death he triumphs, and he ſmiles at Wounds, 
Undaunted views with Pride the deadly Dart; 
Nor fears it, till he feels it in his Heart. 
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To LAURA, walking in the Rain. 
ww lovely untelenting Laura, ſee, 

The very Heavens be wail your Cruelty ! ? 
The ſobbing Breezes to my Grief reply, 
Weep to my Tears, and to my Murmuts ſigh: 
In- animate, my Pity they regard, | 
And mourn a Nymph ſo ſoft, and yet ſo hard! 
But wretched Swait for evet now deſpair, 
Not fondly hope to melt the cruel Fair; 
For how ſhould Mortal's Sighs and Tears prevail, 
When even thus the Gods themſelves can fail! _ 
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To LAURA, wh” hop" 
miſtook her for another in 
the Dark. e 8 


| nw | 
"PHO Night her deepeſt Sables ſpread, | 
To fayour the Deceit ; | 
Tho' you yourſelf, my lovely Maid, | [ 
Conſpir', 1 knew the Chet. 


a. 


P 


U. e 1 | 
But yet, my charming Nymph, I-ſwear | 1 
By that dear ſtolen Kiſs, 2 | 


That you can cheat me any where, 


n a * - 2 
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Or any way but this. 


Lou 


: 
| 
| 
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| III. 
You wonder ſince each Lover's blind; 
How I could Laura know! =: 


But pardon me, ſeverely kind; 


Nor think I boaſt I found the Cheat 
By my own, but by your Eyes; 
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Twas they for once, free from Deceit, 
Twas they diſcover'd the Diſguiſe. 
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Tis they alone the Sun outſhine, 
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Like his, their Darts are hurl'd; 
Like his their Office is divine, 


They re ſuch, that Gupzd's ſo. „ 


But guide anobler World. A ka 5 
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LAURA Picture. 


HEN Nature form d the lovely Spartan 
Maid, * 


Amara the charming Wonder ſhe ſurvey'd ; 


And thus delighted cry'd: At length in Greece, 


Wich ſafety I may claim a finiſb'd Piece. 


Yet ſoon ſbe found, in ſpight of all her Boaſt, 


Thoſe Beautis but in human Frailties loſt. 


Tux Goddeſs griev d at what ſhe firſt eſſay d. 
But common Beauties for long Ages made: . 
Till once beholding Britain's beauteous Iſle, 
Where ev ry thing conſpir d to makeher ſmile, 


Hellen. 


Her 
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Her former Hopes reviv'd with ſecret Joy, 
Awak'd her Pleaſure to ſome new Employ i 
Yet ſtil} the fear d th' irreparable Cet SH 
That T was in a fatal Beauty loſt ; 5 


And nicely eautious, dil at firſt impart 

But half the Power of her wondrous Art: 

On beauteous Ros AMoNDA try d her Charms; f , 
And gave the Preſent ro great HENRY" 8 Arms: * 
Then exercis d her nice creating Cate, ao 
To make one virtuous too as well as fair; 

In Sachariſſa ſhew'd her juſteſt Art, 

The ſweeteſt Face, and the ſevereſt Heart. 

But fearing yet again to be betray'd, 


WW  Forſhe ne er knew the Woman's Heart the made, 


Waller the tunefull'ſt of the tuneful Swains, © ö 
With all the ſofteſt, and the gentleſt Strains, N 


By cunning Nature Was inſpir d, to prove 
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The N ymph ſuperior to the Power of Love. 
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Confirm'd at length, the Goddeſs now deſign d 
To make One perfect Wonder of the Kind, 
And all her Charms at once in Laura join d. 
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On a Feather in her Hair. 


1 F Laura but wear it, a Feather can charm, 
Ah who can be ſafe, if a Feather can harm'? 
Since firſt I beheld it, the Life I have led! 

All Quict and Eaſe with the Feather are fled. | 
Fly Youth from my Laura, whoever thou art, 


And, warn'd by the Feather, beware of the Dart. 


Vol. II. K 
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Hellen and Laura.“ 


WO charming Nymphs to Man's Deſtruction 
born, 


One Gracia did, one England does adorn. 


The fr/# bright Fair too kindly fatal lov'd, 
This by Severities as fatal prov'd : 
Alas! how different is our cqual Fate! 

For that. Age fcll by Love, and this by Hate. 


* Alluding to Mr. Dryder's Epigram on Milton. See, another Alluſion to 


this Epigram in Mr. Fattiſons Life. Vol. 1ſt. Page 7, 


. 
r 
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Yet I confeſs theſe Realms to you belong, 


The magic Influence of her fatal Eye ; 


Toa LaDy, fiſhing. 


AY, now . yield for who could eber with- 
ſtand | 


A Foc victorious both by Sea, and Land. 


But cannot Earth afford you Slaves enow, 


That thus you triumph O er the Water too? 


Becauſe at firſt from them fair Beauty ſprung ; 
From them originally took its Riſe, 

Its boundlefs Power and Inconſtancies. : 

And lo! the finny Nat! ons of the Flood, 

As if they knew you too, around you croud. 


Ah! little harmleſs Wantons timely fly 
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In vain theſe Floods! where now ſecure ye ſhun 
The ſcorching Fury of the Mid- day Sun: 

In vain ſhall they oppoſe their cooling Streams, 
To guard ye from Belindg's ficrcer Beams. 


HERE you, bright Nymph! your ſubject Realms f 
ſurxvey, 5 2 
And ſee both Elements alike obey: 5 a) 
At once victorious with your Hands and Eyes, 
You make the Fiſhes, and the Men your Prize; 3 
And while the plcaſing Slavery we court, 


I fear you captivate us both for Sporr. 


Bur ih fair Nympb, be cautious, aa beware, 


a 


Nor to the faithleſs Margin preſs too near ; 
Leſt raviſh'd with your Charms, ſome wat ry God, 


Surpriz d, behold you from bis blue Abode; I 


And hoping long-loſt Venus to regain, 
Should bear you to the Bottom of the Main. 
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1 Fatal Requeſt to Cupid. 


When thus the laughing Deity reply'd ; 
Well, Swain, for once Ill gratify thy Pride: 
Laurinda's Form divinely fair behold, 
And that the Boaſt more ſafely may be told, 


Here, take a Signal of her Power; this Dart: 


He ſaid, and fiercely ſhot it in my Heart. 


XH E W me, ſaid , thou mighty God of Love, 
The brighteſt Ny mph that ever trod the Grove; 


—— — — —— 


On h earing a Very homely, and 
deformed Lady fing finely. 


N 


HIL E with ſtrange Surprize, Iſce 
A Form ſo foul! ſuch Harmony! 


I fancy Things too ſtrange to tell, 


A. ſudden Taſte of Heaven and Hell: 1 
||| © That ſome bright Angel from above, 


„ | Pleas'd a-while on Earth to rove, 


7 Inviſible to every Eye, 

1 Has left the Regions of the Sky; 
1 Cceleſtial Harmony ro ſhow 

C | | To us Mortals here below. 


The very Muſic of the Sphere ! 1 
Unſeen 
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Unſeen the Angel hovers round, 
Melting in harmonious Sound. 

But hideous Balba ſtrangely vain, 

N With moving Lips uſurps the Strain: 
While her Shape, and Figure ſnow, 

A Fiend juſt conjur'd from below; 

A Fiend, that but upon Parole, 
From Hell, to hear ſuch Muſick, ſtole; 
Knowing when ſhe returns again, « 
1 The ſure Succeſſion of her Pain; 

; And learns theſe Notes to ſooth her Grief, 


Which in her Torments bring Relief ; 


3 To charm cach horrid Scene of Woe, 


And make another Heaven below. 


— 
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But when his proper Form the Gop confeſs „ 
Lielding, ſhe claſp'd him to her panting Breaſt, 
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To a Friend in Love. | 


N vain, my Damon, you look pale, and write, 


Languiſh all Day, and ſigh away thc Night ; 
For while theſe inconſiſtent Forms you try, 


She thinks you rival her Inconſtancy. 
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Then ſhow the Man again, and re-afſume 


The prightly Pride of Onc- and-twenty's Bloom: 
With Courage take her in your longing Arms, 


And when ſhe's conquer d, ſhe mult yield her Charms, 3 


LoNGs thus in borrow'd Shapes Vertumnus ſtrove 


To cheat the fair Pomona into Love; ; 


Yet till he try'd his Fallacies 1 in vain, 
She mock'd the Soldier, and the Korn 'd the 8 
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The Diſappointed Maid, and the 
 drowzy Swain. 


A T 


8 Dolly and her fav'rite Swain 


Were interrupted by the Rain, 
From tedding out the fragrant Hay ; 
Beneath a ſhelt'ring Cock they lay: 

When thus the lovely, longing Jade, 

Unto the drowzy Shepherd ſaid, 

Nay, prithec Lobby, why ſo ſleepy! 
Indeed upon my Word Ill nip yve.— 


How 
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How pretty might we ſit, and chat, 
Tell o'er old Stories, and all that... 
But you— O L-—d, the careleſs Beaſt ! 
As if Folks lie down to take Reſt. 
Lob, half aſleep, made no Replies, 
Or anſwer'd with a Grunt her Sighs. 
While ſhe to be reveng, aroſe, 


And play'd a Tickler in his Noſe. < 


(But ſome, the Virgin to diſgrace, 
Will ay, twas in another Place.) 
Be that as 'twill, ſhe wak'd the Swain, 
And tickled him with Words again. 
Come Sweeting, Lobby, come my Dear, 
I'm ſure that nobody is near; | 
Indeed we may, pray ben't afraid, 
Poor I am but an harmleſs Maid 
For ſince you're ſo diſpos'd to reſt, 
Pray take a Nap upon my Breaſt. 
You ſee Time, Leiſure, Place, and all 
For ſuch Employment, ſeem to call. 


And 
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And you remember People ſay, | 


r 6 oC 
— —— 2 


When the Sun ſhines, then make your Hay. 


Pr IRR 
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Augh! Augh! quoth Lob, wak d with Surprize, 
To ſec the Sun flame]! in his Eyes. | | 
Heigh hoa! come Dall, for as you tay, 

The Sun ſhines, we muſt make our Hay; 

So reach me there my Rake and Prong, 
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Twas well you wak'd— we ve flept too long. 
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The Caſe ſtated. 


Inter ceſa, & porrecta. 


— K — — — — 


ORA E, I think, preſcribes this Rule, 
[| (And ſurely Horace is no Fool) 
Poets ſhould keep, e'cr the World knows it, 


Their Poems nine Years in their Cloſet : 


I own the Fancy's very good; 


Bat pray, ler this be underſtood : 


Your meagre Poets now-a-days, 
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Write more for Profit than for Praiſe . 


And whilſt their Poems live in Garret, 
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4 1 alas! may die for Clarct. 


Ill 9-0 
1 = ä 
X36 


— 


vv * . 
. denden gen &; 


eee 


L a — 
N ee eee > ' " — ** = — N 
$1 WESERE * 2 r 8 2 83 % N 2 1 1 * : n * * * 
SY, W 37% Weds 2 \ * 3 888 b 3 8 . > E 5 NN 
. 3 . . FJ. ²˙· ¶ ͤ¹l.. tee et 1 PT EIT at - 7, SS RI * "hv 
r 8 8 e 21 3 A ** W eee 95 NS ae x 
f | E 3 3 ö 3 : eee 1 N 
. Warns 7 4 . 3 EET RN 2 $10 98 es T6 a4 
4 . KS * \ > FFC EE ee rd ͤ ux. NES pi 
E 8 2 


E ©- M E D V 


* N ts * 
＋ 1 N 
[ T 
1 4 
* 
r 4 
if \ 
* 8 
1 f 
9 1 
Ml q 
77 | 
- \ 
1 
: 


1 

5 

+ 

7 : 
U 
ö i} 
. 

' l 

* i 

1 


10 TH E 


"of 


. 2 Y 9 * 

— _ —— — ne — , — ac . 
— LN Id EEE EIS AEST * >= 

. . ee We tn mera ne be 

— — — — 2 on — + 4 —— : | 

— — — — — 2 — — om — 


dy 1 , p 
' T2 4 hu i 3 4 
| A "- 


Suppoſed to be F kts . the Univer ity 


il CAMBRIDGE. 


SAD V E very 30 Wee view Fear can ao, . 
2 D | 
20: But ne ver found the ſad Effects till now; 


S, =_ | 
ann now. my Face in ſober Sadneſs ſhows; It, 


But huſh— before each teazing Coxcomb knows it. 
PRAY 
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Pnar Sirs, forgive me if I ſhrewdly gueſs, 
The latent Meaning of this ſable Dreſs; 
Did not I know ye, I ſhould think ye come; 
Like Ravens, to foretel our Poet s Doom; 
But ſince we act the Funeral to-day, | 
We'll but ſuppoſe ye Mourners in the Play. 


YET thanks to Fate, ſome dawning Hopes appear, 
Break thro' the Gloom, and gild the low'ring Sphere, 


Lo! Comet-like the Commoners ariſe, 
And as the ſtreaming Lighening gild the Skies, i 
But thank em, they” re too witty to be wile. y. 
Like Light'ning, yet I fear, they'll blaſt our Toil, 
And wound the very Place; on which they ſmile. 


Bur O ye Sophs, ye mighty Men of Wit! 


r 


vou that ſo well can lord it oer a Pit! 2 * 


x * 
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For once guard this with ruminating Face, | 
"And Rand the Git Guardians of the Place ſ 
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Clear it from ſnearing, {ly, pretending Fools, 
And lug the beardleſs Criticks to the Schools: 
So may the Ereſh- men ev'ry Pun approve, 
So may your Puns the Freſh-mens Jokes reprove. 
So may your Gravities with equal Eaſe, 
Guzzle fat College-Ale, or take Degrees, 


Turn Pedants, Parſons, Criticks, what ye pleaſe. \ 


Bur if the Play's intolerably bad, | 
And nothing but Damnation can be had; 
Torment it with your criticiſing Tools, 
Time, Place, and Characters, and twenty Rules; 
Nay, uſe it like a Freſn- man in the Schools. 
But pray, good ſurly Gentlemen, be ſure ye 
Obſerve the juſt Decorum of a Fury; 
And this, among the reſt, a Maxim hold, 
That, Vixens always clap their Hands and ſtuld. 
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The Enjoyment. 


Come my tender Turtle Dove; 
Let us from this Heat retire, 


To languiſh in a ſofter Fire. 


How the waving Elms invite us! 
How theſe Roſy Bowers delight us ! 


How their am'rous Foldings twine, 
To imitate thy Arms and mine ! 
Sec theſc Snowy Lillies blowing, 
With the bluſhing Roſes glowing, 
Sitently the Soul inſpire, 


To kindle at thy Lover's Fire: 
See theſe ſpringing Violets riſe, 


Animated by thy Eyes j 


2 


OME my Laura, come my. Love ; 


Laviſhly 
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Laviſhly their Charms they ſpread, 

To make a ſoft enamel'd Bed; 

And like this downy (welling 125 
They riſe, and languiſh to be preſs d. 


Bur O thou happy, happy Grove, 
Sacred to the God of Love, 
With the thickeſt Umbrage ſhade us, 


Let no piercing Rays invade us : 


Let no Light but Beauty's charm us, 
Let no Heat but Beauty's warm us 


Make our artificial Licht, | 
Cloſe and ſweet as our Delight. 


'AND now, my Dear, no longer coy, 
Let us give a Looſe to Joy! 


Ihen, cloſely lay thy Lips to mine, 
; And let our Souls and Bodies join; 
Let me ſuck thy balmy Breath, | 
And fainting, glory in my. Death, 
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Take me dying to, thy Arms, 

And revive me with thy Charms. 
Ah me! 1 die with pleaſing Pain, 
O kindle me to Life again. 


And now, my brighter Queen of Love, 


I'll confeſs the ſtronger Jove. 


O happieſt Tranſport, deareſt Bleſſing, 
Sweeteſt Rapture paſt expreſſing! 
Who can tell the thrilling Pleaſure, 
When the Nymph reſigns her Treaſure! 
When ſhe melts in-ripen'd Blifles, 
Breathing out her Soul in Kiſſes! 
When in Paradiſe ſhe lies, 
And rolls her. pretty. dying Eyes : 
While the Snake with: ſofter Strains, 
Sweetly ſtings her tickling Veins!” 


She pants, ſhe ſighs, ſhe heaves her Charms, 
| And locks her vig rous Lover in her Arms. i 39. 
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Zut moves, — O moſt ſweetly! 


And my Soul to a Tittle. 
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A Deſcription of his Miſtreſs. 


HE's young, and She's tender, 
She's handſomely ſlender, 
She's gentcel, She's pretty, 
Good-natur'd, and witty: 
Adorn'd with thoſe ENTS 


We want in ſome Faces ; 


Then dances ſo neatly ] 
No Scandal ſhe rattles, 


But agreeably prattles; 


Learns Love and ſuch Fancics, — 
From Plays, and Romances. : | a | 


Is proud, but a little, 
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Sent Me, from a Lady, with 
wy - 


HILST ole vernal Sweets als, 4 4 
Whilſt you bleſs the Roſy Cale; 5 
Think upon the Giver's State, 


Think, and O compare our Fate! 


VIgew your Laura, view her Flower, 
Smiling Daughters of an Hour! 
Sweet's our Beauty, fair our Hue ; 
Sweet, and fair, at lcaſt to you. | 


When with tender Ardour preſt, | 


We lie bluſhing on your Breaſt : 


Happy ! could we ſtill cnjoy ; 


Happy! could we never cloy ; 1 
| Happy 


But when once thoſe Charms decay, 


On an ani Diven me by 
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Happy! could we e keep our Charms 


From, or, ever in thoſe N 


Both, like Weeds, are thrown away. 
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Laura. 


URE all ſubmit to lovely Laura's Charnis, 
Who with a thouſand Darts an Apple arms; 
With Adoration I approach'd the Dame, 


My Hand receiv'd the Fruit, my Soul the Flame. | 
Alas, too deep I feel the deadly Smatt, = | 
I gain'd an Apple, but] loſt my Heart. . 4 i 
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HEPHERD! if you ſee me, fiy; 
And why ſhould that thy Fears create ? 
Maids may be too often ſhy, 
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As well in Love, as Hate. 
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11 from you 1 fly away, 
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Tis becauſe I fear to 7 oy 
# 
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II. 
Should I out 61 Hatred run, 
Much leſs would be my Pains and Care. 
But the Lein 1 love, I ſhun; 
Who can ſich a Trial bear? 
Who, that ſach a Swain Latif n 


Or who can love, and fly like me! 
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pay, ſtill to Love a Foc; TD Nm 
O mall I this, or that obey 
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Cruel Duty bids me go, 
But gentle Love commands my Seay: 1 


Duty frowns, and Cupid ſmiles, TY 


pes 
. 1 


That deſtroys, but this beguiles. 
- IV. ü 5 
Ever by this Cryſtal Stream, 


O! I could fit me down and weep; 
Raviſh'd with the pleaſing Theme, 


O! tts worſe than Death to fleep ; ; | ; 2 
ut the Danger i is ſo great, 5 
That Love ar Wings, inſtead of Hate | : = 
V. oY 
Shepherd! if you love me, leave me. 
Leave me to my Self alone, 15:8 306 


O! you may with Eaſe deceive me! 

Prithee, charming Boy, be gone! > & 
Heaven has decreed that we muſt part, n 
* T hat has my Vows, but you my Heart. 
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\ \ , H EN Philly ſings theſe tender Strains, 
such magic Airs the Notes i improve, 
I languiſh with the Shepherd $ Pains, 


And kindle at another's Love. 


II. 
Some from a ſweet bewirching Eye, 
Receive the oaily fatal Dart, 
Their Cupid's Arrows J defy, . 
Tis Muſick only ſtrikes my Heart. 


oo aol Wh nyo! coy tt | 
But when ſoft Strains, and Beauty's Charms, 
Harmoniouſly to wound, conſpire; | 
A double Stroke my Breaſt diſarms, ES 
And breathing Muſick blows the Fire. 
EY, FF 
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IV. 


| Such is charming Philly's Power. LY 


Enchanting Smiles, r IPO EL - 


That were we from her Eyes ſccure, 
Her Voice, with latent Force would wound.” 
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Thus on keen Light'ni nings gild the Skies, 3 


The N ler ſhakes with holy ns, 
Trembles as the Flaſhes riſe, _ 
Nor ſees the Bolt that firikes him dead. 


So ſoft ! ſo ſweet the Charmer ſings, 
Each yielding Thought the Strains controul. 
But Love——and Love from Muſic ſprings, 


That ſooths, with piercing Sounds, the Soul. 
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But would the powerful Channer try... 22 


This Token of her Art to proves. 


* 
2 
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To melt me firſt with Harmony; 
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Then make me ſuch as ſhe can loye! 
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o, in return for a Copy.of Verſes, ſent 
| me a flower d Cap. 


* 


S this, dear Maid ! the Price of all my Pains, 

My Sighs, my Prayers, and never-ceaſing Strains? 

Fair Daphne thus, a grateful Heart to ſnow, 
The Lover ſcorn d, but crown d the Poet's Brow. 
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On Crito *, Bs inks arainſt, 
"_” 5 Will 


To. HEY ſay that out of pure Il. Nature ; 
Crito has lately wrote a Satire, 3 

On me too That the filly Elf R 

Should be forgetful of Himſelf! 


Satire's a very dangerous thing, £7 | 
And often wears a double Sting; 
And tho' it chance to loſe i its Aim, 
It ſeldom fails in getting Game. 6 


So Gun enrag d to miſs the Black. bird, 


1 & » 


Recoiling, knocks poor Lobcock backward. = 
* One Ch-—y, of St. Fohi's Coll. amoſt vain Scribler, ho boil 

up his own Rhymes in Turkey Leather, and ſet em off with Pictures. 

See his Character in the Seſſion of Poets. Vol. I. page 8. g 
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But Crito tells me, full of Choler, po 
He'as S drawn ne in my proper Colour; 2 
I thank him for his merry Whim, 

And fain would do the fame by bim; F 1.3 8H 
But hang it tho”, tis curſed Coſt, 

To daub an Aſs on every Poſt ! 

But all conſider d tho, I think 

Tad e en as good take up with Ink : 

On ſecond Thoughts too, cauſe tis s black ; 

It ſeems the very thing 1 lack, 

For I am apt to think his Soul 

Is ſomewhat darker than a Coal. 


But yet, old Boy, I ſee in ſpight 


Of all your forc d ill natur d Wit, ours oe 


The very ſelf. ſame ching you ſtrive at 3 
The very End and Aim you drive at : 


But faith I han t Time, tho you lack . 


The Favour Dryden did for Flecknoe. 


And 
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And ſlily want to ſteal in Print, 


And that Im Lung is all that's in t. e 


So Country- Girl, in Breeding awkard, 
Whips up Ralph s Chair, and tilts him btw 
Tho' all the while ſhe means no Hürt, 
And does it, as ſhe ſays, for Sport: 
Ay, ay, but if I rightly guels, 

Her Sport,” ſumm d up, amounts to this; 
That ſhe, in jeſt, may teach the Clown 
To throw herſelf in earneſt down. 
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for H. Curl in the Strand 
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On Reading the Turtle and 
Sparrow, 


A 


. 


E T Tears no more lament the Dead in 


vain, 
For ſee! our caſy Prior lives again. 
Theſe genuine Lines the gentle Bard reveal, 
And paint that Nature he alone could feel: 
With tender Accents touch the ſoft'ning Soul, 


Or gaily mock the Philoſophic, Fool 
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* Theſe VERsEs are 3 to Me, rug d raum, Works, Printed 
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Wurx Turturella tells her pitcous Moan, | 
Who does not make the Mourner' s Grief his own ny 


How raviſhingly ſweet the Numbers move, 
And breathe the dying Agonies of Love! 
Such ſympathizing Tenderneſs impart, 
They melt the Reader's to 2 Lover's Heart. 


Bur while th' inimitable Bard diſplays, 
The wanton Sparrow | in gallanter Lays 5 
The Marriage-State is image d to the Life, 
The careleſs Husband and the peeviſh Wife; 
The Troubles of the fet-lock'd Couple meu, 
And cither Sex is opend to the View. 


| Tavs ſung delightful Marr but ſings no more, 
Long ſince lamented on the loneſome Shore ; 
Penſive for Him in vain my Voice eſſays, 
To court THALIA to her Poet's Praiſe ; 
Like Turturella ſne neglects her Charms, 
Deſpairing of W Pr1oR's Arms : . 
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Alike their Tenderneſs, alike their Woe, | 
Fox what Columbo was, is Prior nos & 
Time's Pcriod paſt He ſhall for ever lb. 8 


9 : 1 


And like theſe Labours by his Death re vive. 


169 


\ 


: [ 


On ſeeing Mr. Prior's Monument 
in Weſtminſter-Abbey. 


AY, Prior, ſtands this Buſto here to ſhow, 
Thy Life had not its Vanities enow ; * x 
And could a Poet, that immortal Name, | 
Implore the Chiſſel's Charity of Fame? 


. An ts} NOT OOO TIRn nor rn wen 
v0 * = 3 


* Alluding to theſe Words of Mr. Prior in his WIIL (after having 
ordered a Monument) For this laſt Piece of Human Vanity; 1,W#h 
* that the Sum of Five Hindred Pounds be ſet aft de. 
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A Receipt to make a Modern 
ä 


Semper ego Auditor ——- 


AY ELL then—when will eſs Railings 
FF 3 
A. Lord Sir, as ſoon as Poets mend. 
Q. But durſt thou thus, profanely bold, 
Thy Argument ſo ſtiffly hold > _ 
Reſtrain in time this ſour ill- Nature, | | 
And dread The Unzverſal Satire. | 
How durſt you ſay (nay ne'er deny, 
And poorly truckle with a Lye) 
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* Dr. Towng's Univerſal Paſſion. 
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I mix ill- Nature with my Ink, 
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That ex probato you could ſhow it, 
Wes ſcarce have now one Perfect Poet. 

A. Why what I think, Sir, (till Ill ſtand to, 
And what I ſay I'll ſet my Hand to: 
But leſt uncourtcouſly.you. think, | 


For leaving out Pack, Prior, Pope, 

This Anſwer may ſuffice J hope 
Q. Faith Sir, you're very wiſe un. 

Is Homer then no better known! ? 

T ibullus and old Chaucer too, 


I wonder you forget them ſo. 


A. Thoſe Bards, but now, you heard me name, 
And are not Theſe the very ſame, | 


Alike their Worth, alike their Fame! 
For Nature conſcious of the Loft, 
(And her Recerpr- Poetic loft) 

In Prior, Pack, and Pope infuſes 
Their very tranſmigrated Muſes ; 


But 
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But now ſince Nature thus knocks under, 
Let's ſee how Art can work a Wonder ; 
And where the Lions Skin ſhall fail, 
We'll patch it with the Fox's Tail. 

Well then Imprimis— Recipe 

Q. But what? How much — A. Why let me ſee, 

Firſt, tabe, a little Stock of Learning, 

Then, a leſs Portion of Diſcerning, 

Sufficient, if you reach the Rules 
(of Ipſe Dixit, and the Schools) 

Next tale, of V. anity enough, 

Modeſt Aſſurance, Triſb proof; 

Then frugally to ſpare your Wit, 

Take ſomething that reſembles #; 

And to prevent a thouſand things | 


| 
| 
1 


Which Judgment to my Fancy brings, 
This one Ingredient is the beſt, 
(Nay faith 'tis worth e'cn all the reſt, 
For I have known it oft prevail 
Where Art and ſtronger Nature fail) | 
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I mean a very good Eſta 
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Then ſet the Whirl 
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The Battlè of the Pygmies and 


Miſcellaneous Po-. 165 


7D 7 ST /Þ, 
FI N * ( 
= ES DALES Gs 


: [ < "78 C * — *. ? } A\ . £2 __ *% n 
+. 4 4% = * : : * 74 4 p WAS » N 
1 * X * 7 \ 2 N 
WR N * 


1 * 
5 | - . 
F, " * +. a 


Tranſlated * the Latin of 
Mr. Ap DISO N 


0 NT E N D IN & Troops, and Fields of 
Death I ſing, pe 
Ye tuneful Nine your ſacred Succour bring, 
In Arms my Pygmy-Sons of Fame prepare, 


And rouze the Cranic Furies to the War; ; 
= #4 £7, 2 : 


*All Mr. Appison's Latin Poems are tranſlated by Dr. Sewell, Mr.New- 


comb, and Mr. Amhurſt. viz. 1. On the Peace of Reſwick. 2. On the Re- 


ſurrection. 3. The Bowling-Green. 4. The Barometer. 5. The Puppet-Show. 
6. The Battle of the Fygmies and Cranes. 7. An Ode to Dr. Burnet, on 
his Theory. 8. An Ode to Dr. Hannes, &c. With his Diſſertation upon 
the CLassicks, Printed for H. Curll, in the Strand. 
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Their Acts, their Valour, and their Worth rehearſe, 


And let their ſlaughter'd Heroes live in Verſe. 


THE Wrath of Peleus' Son, the Golden Fleece, 
With all the num'rous labour'd Themes of Greece, 


Long ſince exhaufted, are too yulgar grown, 


To ſhine in any Colours but their own; 

Who does not know the pious Prince of Troy ? 
And WILLIaM's Triumphs evry Tongue employ : 
Whilſt in reviving Numbers I purſue, 

A Theme leſs Glorious; but a Theme more new 3 
Wars yet unſung, and Warriours yet unknown, 


Ruſh thro the Fields of Air my Brow to crown. 


WIHERE Indian Groves their warmer Shades 


diſplay, 


Bleſt with the carlicſt Influence of the Day, | 
Deep in a Vale, by Nature's Hand ſecur'd, 


With Woods defended, and with Rocks immur d, 


In 


O happy had it known an happy Life, 


But O! the miſerable Turn of Fate, 


Menaces Vengeance on the Bones below: 


And proudly lord it o'er th' unpeopled Plain. 
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In happier Days indulgent Fate deſign'd 
To fix the Empire of the Pygmy Kind: 
Here long in caſy State the Nation reign'd, 


Soft Peace indulging what their Toils obtain d. 


Serene from Cares, and unally'd to Strife : 

But heedleſs Mortals ever blind to Fate, 

Ruſh on impenitently, wiſe too late! 

For now the tender-hearted Traveller, 
Weeping, beholds the ſad Effects of War; 
No more he views, alas! with ſweet Surprize, 


The carly Hopes of future Empires riſe : 


Preſents reverſc, a ruinated State ; 


Skulls, broken Arms, a pallid Horrour ſpread, 
The wretched Ruins of the mighty Dead ! 
While with inſulting Pride the Cranic Foc 


Triumphantly the ſcreaming Tyrants reign, 
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1 Nor thus they dar'd when happier Days of Yore, 
1 Loudly confeſs'd the potent Pygmies Power: 

UG How timorouſly then they skimm'd the Air! 
1 4 | 


And c'en in Clouds, imagin'd Pygmies near. 
| | | Then durſt the boldeſt Crane the Plains invade, 


87 His forfeit Life the certain Ranſom paid; 


— 
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His mangled Carcaſs furniſh'd out a Feaſt, 


At once the Banquet, and at once the Gueſt : 


\ 

\ 
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Or could he rarely ſcape their hoſtile Rage, 
"Twas but with greater Evils to engage : 

For he no ſooner to his Neft returns, 

But that defpoil d with bleeding Infants mourns ; 5 
Eluded Danger gives him no Relief, | 
Weeping, he dies with fond patcrnal Grief. 


FroM theſe inhuman Villanies aroſe 
The Cranes Reſentment, and the Pygmies Woes ; 
Siewre dreadful Wars enſu'd, and direful Arms, 
That fhook the peaceful Country with Alarms. 
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Less Wrongs reſented, and lets noble Rage, 
In former Days did Homer's Muſe engage, | 
When to the Field his downy Chiefs he led, 
With ſable Troops of croaking Heroes ſpread: 
Deep thro' the Vales confounding Clamours riſe, 
And in hoarſe Echoes murmur to the Skies; 
Disjointed Heroes of their Limbs bereft, 
Bewail the uſeleſs Life that Fate has left. 
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AND now: the great, th' important Day appear'd, 
A Day for ever by the Pygmies fear'd! 
Now conſcious of their Crimes, they view their 
Fate, 
And penitentially grow wiſe too late! | 
In vain the Cranes their plumy Troops prepare, 
And rally all their Forces to the War ; 
Summon'd the Chiefs that drink Cayiſter's Stream, 
Receive the welcome Call, and thirſt for Fame ; 
Cold Scythia pours her winged Armies forth, 
And heads the hardy Millions of the North. 
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Fomented Wrongs their injur'd Souls excite, 
Burn for Revenge, and kindle to the Fights 
Eager they medirate their abſent Foes, 


And exerciſe imaginary Blows : 


Imaginary Conqueſts ſwell their Minds, 2 


* 


And each Breaſt labours with ſome vaſt Deſigns. 


BuT now warm Breezes melt the frozen Year, 


And warbling Birds beſpeak the Summer near: 


Embody'd then the winged Nations riſe, 
Darken the Day, and ftretch along the Skies; 
In ſounding Gales the hov'ring Armies flow, 
And ſeem a Tempeſt to the World below. 
Shrill ſcreaming Thunders thro the Welkin fly, 
And terribly preſage Deſtruction nigh, 


* „ XM X X XM Xx XR X XR K „R 


e * E CO AE ed To T3 CE I Do e e NET 5 4 


EP 18 T L E 


And let the Prince recover from the Man. 


p 
MAJESTY 
King GEORGE HI. 

On his Acceſſion to the Throne. 


Y Sacred LIEOE, if Sorrow ceaſe to flow, 


And reaſoning Nature yield a Pauſe toWoe, 
In the ſad Silence of Ideal Gloom, 


Whilſt Death, reiumphant, mocks the Monarch's 
Tomb, | 


Reflect, how Glory crouds Life's narrow Span! 


* The Aurnon died on the Day, he was to haye been in' roduced te 
the Kro, with this Poem, viz. July roth, 1727. 
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BN, then, auſpicious o'er Thy filial Tſe, 
And with a Father's Eye her Grief beguile; 
Joy, oer her Tears, in gentle Smiles diffuſe, 
As riſing Suns melt off the Manning Dews. 


w 


BEAMD on my Breaſt, how full Thy Glories ſhine ! 


Nor more by Lineage, than by Virtue Thine. 


From Heaven deriv'd, in Pity to our Woes, 


By Virtue, firſt, the Right to Rule aroſe 


What time Great 5 ouls to tame the World began, 
And the wild Barbarians i into Man; 
Then, ſtricter Laws their looſeDcſires reſtrain' d, 
And thro the Paths of Juſtice, wiſely rein d: 

Awd then, deſtructive Rapine learn d to ceaſe, 


And jarring Factions harmoniz'd i in Peace. 


As ſome pure Stream, the hurrying Tempeſt by . 


Serenely winds along the Flowery Shore, 


Progreſſive, paints the Borders as they riſe; 


And cach ſtill Scene with living Nature vies. 
5 „ Calmd 


, 
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Calm d thus for Thought; and actively refin d, 
Dawn d fair Ideas on the forming Mind ; | 
Hence, the fam'd ATHENS rich in Science grew, 
And Arts ſtill follow'd where ROME'sEagles flew; 
Hence, too, victorious o'cr the Powers of SPAIN, 


Late Times ſhall own the Wonders of Thy Reign, 
Reviv'd, thoſe ancient Sons of Genius fee, | 
And all their Godlike Patrons crown'd in THEE! 


Lost in the Viſion of Futurity; -D 
Slowly the Me ſteals back her raviſh'd Eye, 
And noþly kindling at an earlier ij, 
Dates the bright ra of Thy growing Fame. 


* » 
4 24 > wb wa 


Non ſhall the Pomp of the loro moving Train, 

Charm to the Vulgar-Gaze! her Sight detain:- 

| Poor were the Praiſe, on Themes like thoſe todwell, 

Where THoRNHILL's Colours might the Ferſe excel! 
Unnoted paſs the wide Proceſſion by-—-- 

True Greatneſs ſtrikes alone the mental Eyre! 
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Shot thro the Covert of a Court's Diſpmiſe, 
That reads thy Soul; for there the Monarch lies! 
And there, in every Attribute expreſt, 

As once on MOSES, ſees the COD confeſt. Vo 


THRICE happy Hand of Power, to THEE 
aſlign'd, 

To awe, to govern, and to bleſs Mankind! 
To call forth humble Virtue into Fame, 
To ſhade the Titled Villain o er with Shame, 
With Force to reſcue where the Proud oppreſs, 
And count a kind of Merit from Diſtreſs; 
Or, when deſpairing in the Cave of Grief, 


Surprize the ſentenc d Sinner back to Life, 


And by the Fayour of one Smile ſupply, 
What gaſping Monarchs would with Empires buy. 


How great theſe Acts but, ſince their Praiſe 
were poor, 1 | 

Let me, at leaſt, in Thought, indulge them oer! 
Confeſs 
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Confeſs the Pride would with my Wiſh agree, 
And bend my Heart, O Power! to envy Thee! 

Then Mercy ! ſhouldſt thou melt each harden d Soul, 

And Vice turn Virtue by thy ſoft Controul : 

For Man by Nature is a doubtful Soil, 

And wildly fertile asks the Tiller's Toil ; 

Vet the ſame Place, where the rank Venom grows, 

Bluſhful, may bloſſom forth the fragrant Roſe. 


BLEST be the Prince, who thus his Power em- 
ploys, _ e 

He moves in Smiles, and lives in circling Joys; 

Superior to the Tyrant's ſavage Arts, 

Founds his firm Empire on his Subjects Hearts; 

From gentleſt Virtues draws the noble Plan, 


And proves the Monarch ſomething more than Man. 


"Twas thus we ſaw TRE, loſt in ſweet Surprize, 
Prelude AUGUSTUS to our raviſh'd Eyes; 
: Delightful 


r tee — 
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_ Delightful Proſpects dawn'd on every Breaſt, 
And All the glorious Interval confeſs'd! 


Nor dwell we diſtant on the backward Hour, 
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— — — 


- DW == DT —————  —  —— — — —.. —— . — 2 — I 
— — nin —— ing i = — — — —— * Dr. — = —— £25 
— ——— —- — —— — ED IEEE = . ——.. nm —— — 
= 3 Go IS — —ůůůů — — . „ Trig p : 
a WC a . hs Be tn IS TIE OE it — YT. r 
FW n 5 1 
R ——— . ———————— = 88 ——— = 5 — of 
9» oy — 2 — — 2 — —— — — 2 — — — 
5 - — — — — 
= = — — 
—_ — — > — Cs — — Send — — S - 
N — — — _ a — ET X22: — ET on —— 2 2; x5 
* * : 2. — £ ...... 2 aka the - — — -5 E 
— — 2 — ——— — — — CEE ES — IIS a LLC — — 
— — W 
. 


I OS I 


Urg'd by freſh Views enlarging on before; | 
Brightening down Ages, with progreſſive Shine, 
They kindle Souls, in vain, to rival 7hzne : 
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Whilſt thro' the Miſt of Time thy Fame appears, 
The laurel d Vidtreſs of ten thouſand Years! 


YET wilt thou ſtill the Courſe of Glory run, 
Riſe, height'ning into Luſtre, like the Sun: 

For generous Minds, tho' Miracles were wrought, 
Mourn every Act below their towering Thought: 
Thus, tho' our Eye ſtretch the long Landſcape oer 
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To the laſt Point, our Reaſon flies before. | 


As in full Circles of Delight we rove, 
Ev'n Loyalty itſelf 18 loſt in Love; 
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Whilſt crowded Nations, gazing from the Heart, 
With honeſt Nature mock the Muſe's Art. 


No more the Labourer mourns-his empty Toil ; 


Nor foreign Weeds infect our happy Soil, 
Joytul, we ſce our Stores on Stores increaſe, 


The bounteous Growth of Liberty and Peace. 


25 o, Fair BRITANNIA ! Empreſs of the 


Main, 
Freſh ſpring the Joys, an ever-· blooming Train! 
Steal them one Moment from thy downy Reſt, 
(For 'twas ſtill thine to pity the diſtreſs d;) 
O'er thy wide Ocean caſt thy gentle Eye, 


There learn how Lands unciviliz'd may die ; 


And, as thou mourn'ſt their Happineſs o'ertkrown; 


Nearly reflect, and learn to prize thy own : 
Nor envy Nations that remotely run 
To the full Influence of a warmer Sun, 
When all the various Sweets their Products boaſt, 
Tranſported, flouriſh on our happier Coaft. 
Yeoh. I. N Yer 
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| Fen injur'd Merit is a Crime no more ! 


Like a dull Dial on a Winters Day. 


The mournful Merits of a generous Mind; 
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Yer thy rich Plains with equal Bounty ſmile; 
And all Elyſium opens in thy Ile. fl 
What ycllowing Harveſts o'er thy Mountains flow, 
Wave down, and thicken all the Vale below! 
How the glad Merchant views, With greedy Pride, 
The World's Abundance pour in evety Tide! 
Een Avarice, here, might ſate her thirſty Eyes, | 
There, Famine feaſt, and xd into Plenty riſe! 


IN this Profuſion of incteaſing Joy, 
Heaves c'cr a Breaſt, or ſtreams a tearful Eye! 
Let grating Envy now alone deplore, 


Nor doom'd to watch a chearleſs Life away, 
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SINKs there oppreſt, to Shades obſcurt confin d, 


3 
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To CARO LINA, breathe the modeſt Prayer, 
Her gentle Soul can charm away Deſpair ! 
Her 
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Her gentle Soul from Wants laſt Verge retriev d, 
And cen the Shade of ancient Worth reliev d 3 
The good OLD Gzn1vs ſaw thy Gifts engage, il 


And mock'd the es prenlaſ Age. | | 


How loft; in I Ss the World alin id i 
When all the Woman to a Saint aſpir d; 
What Time Religions purer Flame out none 


The dazzling Splendours of a German Throne | 
Charm'd with the Proſpect of zhy future Iſle, 
Silent ſhe bad thee every Wiſh beguile ; 


Sees BRITAIN's Crown thy ſofter Power employ, 


The glittering Earneſt of immortal Joy! 


STILL ths the Promiſe of our Hopes maintain 
Still dawn freſh Wonders for a future Reign; 
And lo! advancing to maturer Vears, 
GREAT FREDERICK, Image of his SIRF, 


appears! 


- The Royal Bounty, ſent to Milton's Daughter. 
N 2 Paternal 
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Paternal Virtues all his Soul engage; 
And blooming Youth divines a fruitful Age! 


So, on the yellowing Orange-Tree, appear, 
The flowery Tokens of a golden Year ; 
Fair, o'er the falling Fruits, new Beauties riſe, 


And all the ſweet Succeſſion never dies. 
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TRANSLATIONS: 


Wrote by Mr. PATTISON, 


When at Appleby - School; 


Which were in the Cuſtody of a Friend at Dork, 
and, now by him, communicated to the Editor. 
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A Paſtoral. 


PPTP 


ö 1 WAS when the pearly Wings of Roſy Light, 
2 Had chacd the melancholy Shades of Night 
Fach bluſming ShrubwithglitrriogDiamondsgleam'd, 
| Each Field a Firmament of Spangles ſeem' d. 


Refreſhing Breezes wav'd the verdant Woods, 
And fann'd the panting Boſom of the Floods: 
Each Swain aroſe refreſh'd with downy Sleep, 


And pipe'd, and whiſtled to his frisking Sheep. 


Bur ſad Sireno no Delights could move, 
Wild were his Thoughts with late neglected Love. 
For him each Virgin ſigh'd, but ſigh'd in vain, 
Whilſt lovely Laura ſhow'd unjuſt Diſdain. 

On ev'ry neighb'ring Tree he carv'd her Name, 
And with the living Letters grew his Flame. 


„„ 10 
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To her the Firſtlings of his Flock he brought, 


For her the earlieſt Greens and: Flowers he ſought, | 


But all in vain—the lovely cruel Fair 

s unrelenting as his barren Care. 

No downy Slumbers lull'd his Soul to reſt, 
Sleep fled his Eyes, as Quict did his Breaſt : 

If fome faint Slumber o'er his Temples crept, 
Yet wakeful Love eternal Vigils kept. | 
In fancy'd Dreams he'd catch the lovely Maid, 
But waking, curſe the viſionary Shade, 
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Paraphraſtical Tranſlation of the third 
Ode of the ſecond Book of Horace. 


1 To a LAPDyv. 


eAquam memento rebus in arduis, Ec. 


* 
| he T not the Turns of Fate moleſt 
— The ſacred Quiet of your Breaſt; 
Tho' the black Storm hang hov'ring o'er your Head 
Your Soul ſerene its Fury need not dread; 
Let Fortune guide your deſtin d State, 
Yielding to Fortune, we ſubdue our Fate: 
But when the fickle HLiren ſmiles, 
| Truſt not too far her treach rous Wiles; 
Nor 
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4 Not let the flowing Joy, 

1 As it repays your II, your Calm annoy: 

| Catch not with orcedy Hopes the flecting Shade; 6 | 
4 Black Storms will ſoon the viſionary Scene invade; ; 
Wh | 3 
I | Like the alternate Shades of Day and Night, | 
| | The particolour'd Tread of Life is is black de white, 
[| Il. ; 
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BE our Lot good, or be it ill, 1 
It makes no Meaſure Cor the fatal Wheel F 
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Should we ſpin out a wretched Life 
In Cares and melancholy Grief, 
Twere but in vain to beg of Fate, 
One flecting Hour, to recompence our wretched State: 
or ſhould we in ſome pleaſant Grove refine 
Our fading Life with ſparkling Wine, 
*Tis Fate's to meaſure Time, tis ours to live, 
Nor can Cen Fate and Jove the paſt retrieve. 
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a III. 
Since Fate is ſtill the ſammm, 
: Then let us in ſome pleaſant Grove, 
Lull'd with the Murmurs of the purling Stream, 
Baniſh all Cares and doubtful Life improve z 
Well quaff the ſprightly Wine, 
While Beauty fires the Eyes, and Fancy fills the Vein; 
With Sweets anoint your flowing Hair, 7 
And let it float and wanton in the Ar, 
Looſe, and neglected as your Care. 
Let the ſweeteſt Flowers be brought, 
Let the Roſy Wreath be wrought ; 
Ler the ſhort-liv'd Chaplet be 
A Type of frail Mortality, 
 T' admoniſh us to catch the Golden Now 
While Youth and: blooming IE bleſs at once the 


Brow. 


Thus will we live and flouriſh while we 9 | ; 
Thus will we live and ſay 3 : 
0 To-morrow Life i is Fate 5, is ours to-day. 
IV. 
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IV. 
Be quick, be quick, we cannot live too faſt, 
This pleaſing Rapture cannot laſt, 
An Agealready's idly paſt! 
Lo! rapid Hours roll round apace, 
Now, now, unſeen they ſwiftly ſteal the race: 
_ /Tis paſt, tis paſt, — and now Lice. ; 
The ghaſtly Head of bald Eternity ! | 
Brim Death brings up the Rear, 


In all the frightful Forms that Mortals fear: 
N ow muſt we leave this tranſitory Stage, 
And mourn in vain an ill pent Age! 
Our ſweet Delights, our ſmiling Hours, 
Moſſy Mountains, 
Murmuring Fountains, 
Shady Grottoes, roſy Bowers, i 
Alas no more are ours! 


Of all our large Poſſeſſions Fate will but allow, 


At moſt a mournful Cypreſs Bough. = 
Perhaps 


Miſcellaneous Porms. 189 


_ Perhaps your Heir 
Will ſhed a counterfeiting Tear, 
A Tear but for the ſake of your Eſtate, | 
Which he muſt, with himſelf, too ſoon re ſign to 
Fate. 
1 
Our Fates are mingled in one common Urn, 
Which ſoon or late muſt take their turn: 
The Great, the Poor, the Low, the High, 
Confusdly blendedlic; | x 
The Weak, the Strong, the Baſe, the Brave, 
Which here ſo different ſeem, are equal in the 
Grave ; | 
Nor can we in the Duſt diſtinction ſee: 
And ſuch as Hellen is, Belinda muſt thou be. 
ot * 
In vain the Hero toils, to ew his Worth, 
And from a Stem of Gods derives his Birth; 
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In fighting Fields he turns the Scale of Fate, 
While Tyrants bow, and Kings around him wait; 
Yet at pale Death's approach, this godlike Brave 
Trembles amidſt his Pomp, and ſhudders like his 

meaneſt Slave 
Ah whither is his Strength and Courage 5 5 
That made the ſubject World his own ! 


How Tyrants trembledat his Nod, 
Alas where is the God! 111 i 
Where i is his Pride, his Pomp, his 8 EY f 


Which brib'd and conquer'd all except the [ 
Deſtiny, - - | 'T 
That whirls them in the Cuif af black 1 
Now in ſome gloomy Abbey is he laid, 

Diſmal and ſilent as the mould'ring Dead. 
Who could the World with one ſmall Nod com- 

mand, | 

Has nothing but a ſcanty Spot of Land. 
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Perhaps a Monument they raiſe, 


Which for a-while records his Praiſe : : 
x - Where 
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\ \ | HEN you, bright doro. deiign'd to crop 


Your needleſs Hand a pointed Prickle preſt, 


Stung with the Wound, you ſunk into my. Breaſt. 


Think, O Belinda, on my bleeding Heart! 
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Where they inſcribe his awful Name, 
And all the fleeting Charities of Fame. 
But then ſome Briar, or deſtroying Root, 
Will eat its way, and thro the Marble ſhoot— 
The Tomb defac d! this great, this god-like King, Wi 
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Is a Romantic Tale, and a forgorren Thing. 1 


1722. 1 15. N | 


Upon Belinda, who, gathering 
"23 Role, prickd her Finger. 


a Roſe, _ 
To kiſs your 88 the nn 


If ſoſmall Wounds can cauſe ſo great a Smart, 


. » r 


8 ED 7 — £ "= 
— CIDER — pe — ——— — - 
. r — = : 
, 


* . — 
Bonn en IE ESE oor ETD 


— 


The Conqueſt. 


FT had I rcad of Cypid's Arms, 


How he defy'd Jove's thund'ring Hand, 
Tho' loaded with the flaming Brand ; 
Theſe Wonders put me to a ſtand. 

But when I found this mighty God a Boy, 
Naked, defenceleſs, blind, his Arms a Toy ; : 
I laugh'd to think the Gods were foild 

By a little ſilly Child: | 

When Roſalinda ſtrait came by, 

Keen roguiſh Lightning arm'd her Eye, 
Pity, fair Nymph, I faint, Idie 


No more Il wonder at this Infant's Art, 


When your bright Eyes direct and head the Dart, 


His matchleſs Power, reſiſtleſs Charms, 


—— * 
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Say, ſhall I to the ſplendid Court repair, 


| Swell, high my Soul—and now I am a God 


Bow ſcepter'd Slaves, obey your Sov'reign'sNod—— 
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ON 
CONTENTMENT. 


C ONTENT, thou only Solace of the Mind, 
- Whom all pretend to ſeek, but none can find; 


Tell me, O Goddeſs, in what foreign Scat, 


Or Realm unknown remains your bleſt Retreat; 
Where 1 may lull my raging Thoughts to reſt, 


And calm the Tempeſt riſing in my Breaſt : 


And makethe proudeſt Thoughts my darling Care ; 


Content, Ill make you leave your humble Seat, 


You cannot, dare not ſcorn me now I'm great. 


3 oO Thus 
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Thus rav d a Fool, when lo! ſtupendous Sight! 
A Ny mph appear d array d in mantling Light; | 
Bright was her Aſpect, yet ſerenely mild, 
While thus ſhe ſpoke, and as ſhe ſpoke ſhe ſmil'd. 


FORBEAR, vain Man, to ſeek Contentment here,” 


Vain are your Hopes, and barren is your Care: 


Believe no Fortune can ſo high aſpire, 


But proud, ambitious Thoughts are always higher: 
What tho you reign proud Tyrant of the Eaſt, 
Yet Care, a greater Tyrant, rules your Breaſt ; 


+—o— 


You, with a Nod, the ſuppliant World command, 


Yet cannot rule that little Empire, Man. 
Hope not in Wealth to find Contentment here, 
« For he that gathers Riches, gathers Care. 


Then curb this curſt Ambition dare be Poor, 


And find a richer in a poorer Store. 
Go, vain miſtaken Man, if you would find 
That golden Ore, Contentment of the Mind, 


Depart 
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Depart from all theſe buſy Ills of Life 1 
And live exempt from Pride, and Noiſe and Strife; 
From all the griping Bonds of Ulury, 


From all the wicked Ills of Money free; 


Too low for Envy, for Contempt too high. 


Sutz faid—and vanith'd in a Flood of Light; 


Unto her bleſt Abodes, and left my Sight. 
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A Divine Poem. Selefed from 


the 15th, and 91ſt Plalms. 


O God, my Muſe, addreſs your loftieſt Song: 
To God your Voice, your Lyre, your Lays 


belong; 
Awake his Actions in each heavenly Line, 


Great as his Goodneſs, as his Hand divine: 


But firſt, O Lord, my trembling Breaſt inſpire; 


And fill my panting Soul with ſacred Fire; E 


So ſhall my Lays to blooming Honours riſe, 
For what Heaven dictates, Time nor Age deſtroys. 


As the cœleſtial Eagle ſtoops his Wings. 


While the {mall Wren upon his Pinions ſprings, 
<5 Strait 


| Miſcellaneous Pot M s. 197 


Strait with a Bound he cuts his tow'ring Flight, | | 
Thro floating Air, and Groves of living Eiohiey 23 | 

The Wren with wonder views the Milky Way, | if 

And the bright Manſions of eternal Day; 


Wonders he does in Realms of Light unknown, 
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Buoy'd up with rapid Pinions, not his own. 


S o they who truſt in God's Omnipotence, 1 
Find a ſafe Succour, and 2 ſure Defence; : 
Not all the Fears that guilty Mortals know, 

Can in their Souls create the ſmalleft Woe ; 
sweet are their Thoughts, as ſweeteſt Slumbers are, 
Calm as mild Evenings, asthe Morning fair ; 

No guilty Conſcience breaks hb ſacred Reſt, 
No foul Chimæras hover o'cr their Breaſt, 

No diſmal Viſions dare invade their Head, 

Or pallid Phantoms ſtal k around their Bed: 

With ſpringing Light no carking Cares are born, 


To cloud the pearly Beauty of the Morn; 


O 3 Not 
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Not loudeſt Storms that roar from Pole to Pole, 
OQnn xaiſe a Tempeſt in their ſettled Soul: | 


Should pois nous Peſtilence infeſt the Sky, 
Angels would turn each tainted Arrow by, 
Spirits unſeen would guard their ſacred Reſt, 


Play oer their Head, and hover o'er their Breaſt, 


' 


Should hiſſing Serpents on vaſt Volumes ride, 
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And ſinge whole Foreſts with their ſpiral Pride; 

| | Plcas'd «hh Delight, they'd ſtroke the living Fire, 
| The flaming Creſt, and ſpeckled Pride admire. 
Should roaring. Lions Thunder ſhake the Ground, 
Tothem 'twould ſeem the Cittern's Silver Sound; 
They hear the brazen Throat of War to roar, 


They hear but like ſoft Muſic on the Shore. 


. 3 


[| To Floods of Foes my Soul ſerene ſurround, 
i My God ſhall all their impious Rage confound ; 
In God alone! find a ſure Defence; 


With God who dare diſputc Omnipotence? 


Wit. 
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Witneſs the Day ——Behold the Scene appears, | f 


A gloomy Tempeſt threatens from afar 


And gild the Tempeſt with a momentary Day 


And num'rous Deaths appear in num'rous Forms WA 
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A Grove of Lances, and a Wood of Spears, 


Quick Fate, and flouriſhes an iron War : 


From azure Armour livid Lightnings play, 


O Lord—my God, the Floods my Soul ſurround, 


around. | 
O calm this Tempeſt with a ſingle Nod, 
Thou canſt, O Lord I know thou canſt, O God 
Now ſay, my Muſe, what Power diſarm'd the Blow, 
And rais d me from the deepeſt Depths of Woe ? 
'T was God for God alone ſuch Miracles can do. 
Can you then ceaſe his Goodneſs to adore ! 


To Love, what can be leſs! and yet he asks no more, 


Bur lo! behold dark Horror ſits around, 
A ſudden Earthquake rocks th aſtoniſh'd Ground, 


O 4 | Be- 
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Behold that late inſulting Troop appear, 


All palc and ſhivering with a panic Fear, 


Confuſion leads the Van, and Death brings up the 
. Rear. 55 
Half dead, for Shelter ſome to Rocks repair, 
In vain—the Rocks confeſs an equal Fear. 
Lo! Rivers plunge into their deepeſt Beds, 
And tott'ring Mountains bow their aged Heads, 
From their Foundations rugged Rocks are torn, 
And in black Whirlwinds thro' the Clouds are borne, 


From hollow Caverns, hoarſe deep Murmurs roar, 


And drive the trembling Billows to the Shoar ; 
From Pole to Pole tremendous Storms reſound, 
Loud Thunders (| plit the Heavens, loud Earthquakes 
rock the Ground. 

But now a Scene inſufferably bright, # 
O'ccrwhelms this Tempeſt with a Stream of Light 
Unfolding Realms of Day the Terror raiſe, 


All Naturc trembles, and the Heavens blaze 


But 
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He breathes a Tempeſt in a Flood of Fire; 
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But lo! the God —his dreadful Form behold, 
In flaming Glory, and in fluid Gold! 
Congealing Darkneſs, with a Night of Clouds, 
His awful Majeſty in Tempeſts {hrouds ; | 
A Storm of pointed Thunder arms the God, | 
A Seraph wing'd with Whirlwindsbears the dreadful | \ 

Load, | | | 

| 


Forth from his Noſtrils Sheets of Flame expire, 
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With dread Divinity the Heavens bow, 
The rolling Thunders fly, and Fate is in the Blow. 
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Part of the 38" and 39% Chap: 
ters of JOD,  —- 


Paraphras d in Blank Verſe. 


UT now the Lord ineffable and bright, 


Shot thro' the Regions of etcrnal Day ; 


Switt as the Lightnings that his Vengeance throws, 
Buoy'd up with Whirlwinds, on a Cherub's Wings, 
He rode; all Nature trembled at her Lord, 


And quiv ring Mountains bow'd their aged Heads 


Whilſt in a Storm of Thunders thus he ſpoke. | 


PRrESUMPTUOUs Man that dar'ſt upbraid thy God, 
Shew the Omnipotence of which thou boaſts ; 


Awake 
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Awake thy Wiſdom's Eye, with which thou dar'ſt 
Eclipſe thy God's, and dive into his Secrets, 
Collect thy ſelf, and let us try our Godheads, 


WasrT thou a Being when no Being was, 
When Night and Darkneſs brooded o'er the Chaos, 
In endleſs Anarchy and wild Diſorder ? 


Didſt thou from Nothing form this mighty Globe, 


On nothing hung, but pois'd in fluid Air 
Immoveable? or can thy dreaded Word 
Diſſolve again its brittle Form to Nothing ? 
Come ſhew ſome Miracle of Power and Wiſdom, 


And make thy wonderful Creator wiſe. 


Ir ſince, thou haſtattain'd this Power and Know- 


tedge, 
Who canſt thou boaſt the Tutor of thy Godhead— 


Thy ſelf? exert thy Power upon thy ſelf— 
| Whence came thoſe dire Afflictions that oppreſs thee? 
Doſt thou afflict thy ſelf ? or canſt thou cleanſe 

Thy ſelf from all thoſe peſtilential Pains 2 


Since 
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Since from thy ſelf thou canſt not boaſt this Power, 
From whence can it procced but from thy God 1 N 


Thy God, above all Power, all Light, all Knowlege! 


FE o ND Man, who know { not how, « Or r whence 
thou art, 
Curb this diſtemper d n of f thy Brain: 
How canſt thou mimic God, and challenge Nature, 
Who haſt not the leaſt Power o er thy ſelf! 
Say, can thy Thunder ſhake the ſolid Earth? 1 
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Or can thy Voice, like mine, affright all Nature? | 


Canſt thou, like me, on winged Whirlwinds ride 
Thro' all the boundleſs Realms of . Day 
Doſt thou ſhew bloody Comets in the Air, 

That ſhake Deſtruction from their flaming Treſſes 
Or haſt thou ſeen the ſilent Scats of Death, 
Where Famine, War, and Plagues, and Peſtilence 
Attend my Nod! Grim Miniſters of Fate: 


Haſt thou beheld the Chambers of the Deep, | 1 
. Where 


re 


2 

3 

* 

* 

1 
15. 

* 
3 
LN 
: 


Huſh ev ry Wind that curls the glaſſy Ocean, 


* 


Where 8 riſes {rom his Coral red, 
Huge Marine Monſters. gambol o er the Ooze; 
Or hunt among the Waves their panting Prey. 
Say, didſt thou form the great Leviathan, | 
That ſeems a living Iſland, | when he moves, 
He boils the Sca, and ſpouts it in a Tide. 
When roſy Morning gilds the gladſom Sky, 
Doſt thou with liquid Diamonds ſow the Eaſt? 


Guard ſt thou the Sun Oer the cœleſtial Plain, 


Thro' his nocturnal, and diurnal Courſe? 
Becauſe he: travels; ropnd the ae een labs ; 
Can'ſt thou with 3 naſa paint: the Welkin, 
And draw” the ſable Curtain of the Welt 


And ev'ry Breeze that waves the drowſy Grove : | ry 
Can ſt thou on all beſtow ſoft balmy. Slumbers, , _ 

And cannot give thy {elf that wiſh'd-for-Slecp ? _ 
PE 5 | 3 Doſt 
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Then pour the fatt'ning War upon the Ground 


At thy Command does Autumm crown the Year | 
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| Doſt thou ordain the pale-fac'd waning Moon 


To guide the Night, and fill the Stars with Fla me? 
To ſwell the Tide, or preſs the faint Reflux; 
White ſpungy Clouds imbibe the lazy Vapours; 


And brew a Tempeft on the hoary Main! 
At thy Command do roaring Channels riſe, 


Sweep away Plains, and thunder thro the Woods? 
Or cari'ſt thou candy up a Silver Tempeſt; 


To cloath the naked Yeat with Silver FEY 


Or treaſure up thy ſtony Magazines; we, 


Doſt thou unlock the Bofom of the Spring, 
When bluſtring Flora languiſhingly courts 
Young vernal Zephyr with ſoft Blandiſhments ? 
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With golden Pride and hoary Majeſty * 

Do all the Seaſons their fix'd/Stations keep, 
And dance in myftic Order to thy Word? 

Say, doſt thou paint the Peacock's gaudy Plumes 
With ſtreaming Azure, and with waving Gold; 5 
1 | Here 


YE 


But waving vaniſh ; ina golden Breeze : 
With what majeſtic Air he ſtalks along, 


Struts in his Gait, and ſpreads his painted Pride ? 


Aloft again he towers his Flight,, in vain 


With Thunder arm his Neck, "is Feet with Lightning? 


He liſt ning ſtands, he ſtamps, he pricks his Ears: 
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Here bluſhing Purples flow i in fading Greens, 


CoULD then thy Hand create the brinded Lion, 
That makes thee tremble at his very Voice ? 
Or wilt thou make him (ſeeing he 1s ſtrong) 
To bear thy Burdens, and to be thy Slave? 
Doſt thou direct the rapid Eagle's Wings 
To fail thro fluid Fields of floating Air, 
There with his Beak to ſouſe upon his Prey? 


Or darting from a Cloud to truſs a Serpent, 


The hiſſing Captive whisks s hs ſeal F Tail. 
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i thou the Cotes, rapid "EI maintain, 


When from afar he heard the Din of Arms, 
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If 1 Echoes bear the flying Noiſe, 

Confus d with clatt ring and with rattling Shields, 
He ſhoots his Neck to catch the noiſy War, 
And drowns the Thunder with his louder Voice; 'H 
But if he ſee the Aaſhing Storm aloof, 

The fighting Captains, and the flaming War 
He dims the dazling Splendours of bright Arms, 
With more inceſſant Light ning from his Eye; 

He fires, he foams, nor hears the Rider's Voice 3 
But leaves his Eye behind the rolling Plain, : 


And bears him ina Tempeſt on the Foe. 
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To the Memory of a F RIEND, 
begun in his Sickneſs. 


————— 
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E yet, He lives O yet kind Heavens ſpare 
© The dear lamented Object of my Prayer ! 
Vain Hope, vain Wiſh— elſe why freſh Sorrows riſe; 
Spring from my Soul, and overflow my Eyes. 
What chilling Anguiſh freezes ev'ry Part, 

Sure tis my Friend juſt dying from my Heart: 

_ Griefs big with Griefs, and Pangs on Pangs deplore 
My deareſt Friend, perhaps my Fricnd no more, 
Ill-boding Thought 
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Hah! from whence ſtreams that melancholy Gloom, 

Whence groan'd that Echo, from ſome hollow Tomb 

"Tis ſure the Call of Death! my Soul attend; | 

Lo! hark! I know the Voice, it cries, my Friend; 

How pale it looks but ſee the Viſion Oer, 

Tis he — what Roche! I knew that Form before. 

It muſt be ſo Vet whence this guilty Fear! 

Why freeze my Nerves, why briſtles ev'ry Hair? 

Did we thus meet! ah ever friendly ſtay, > 

What do I wiſh— alas I faint away.  _ 

Whence roſe my Fears! the fictious Viſion's flown, 

Vet ſure, too ſure I hear ſome mournful Groan. 

Thoſe baleful Eughs that o'er the Window wave, 

Could their deep Murmurs thus my Senſe deceive! 

Thoſe Mid-night Beams, that on yon Moon-light 
Wall; 


8 the Image of my Friend recall ? 


Could theſe Deluſions thus diſturb my Breaſt, 


Startle my Soul, and burſt the Bands of Reſt? 
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Ah no! thoſe Objects innocent appear, 
Nor ſhock my Sight, nor terrify my Ear. a 
But hark the horary-reſounding Bower, 


Doleful, proclaims the loneſome Mid night Hour. 


Nowsleep with dow ny Wi ings broods | o er the 
Ground, 
While Death wide- ſtalking > ſhapes his Nightly Round, 
With Sleep s black Pinions, plames his Ebon Dart, 
And diſmally beguiles the Slumberer' Heart. 
Ah me! my Friend, my ſickly Friend ariſe, 
Death, Death lies ambuſh'd in the ſoft Diſguiſe, 


Mk N from the, dear Receſſes of thy Heart, 
For ever! ah for ever we muſt part. 
Nay, ceaſc to tremble, ſtop that falling Tear, 
Tis 1, my Friend; can I create thy Fear? 
How we have lov'd, tis thou alone canſt tell 
How we have lov'd, tis thou alone canſt feel. 
Yet would I ſooth thy doubt-reyolving Soul, 


But Heaven forbids, and angry Tales controul. 
PA Nor 
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Nor can Diſcourſe as once beguile the Hours, 


They're paſt my Wiſh is all I come, ye Powers. 


O ever-honour d! long-lamented Friend, | 
And is it thus our promis'd Joys muſt end ? 
++ „C 


N. B. Mr. Roch recovered, and the Public are obliged to Him a for 
fome fine Pieces hereunto annexed, 
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N vain my Laura you conceal that Name, 
When every Verſe betrays you into Fame. 
Raptur'd I read, and as I read, I ſee 


Virtue can only be deſcrib'd by Thee. i 
Dreſt in thy Verſe, how beautiful ſhe ſhines, 
Charms in thy Thought, and by thy Soul renee. 


So drawn thro? tuneful Inſtruments, the Air 


In Muſic warbles, and expels Deſpair. 


Again, fair Nymph thy Power of Numbers try, 
And ſweeten Sorrow into Harmony. 


So oft when touch'd with Sickneſs I repair 
To draw from fragrant Fields a purer Air; 
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Nature ſtil] ſtrives t amuſe my Mind in vain, [ 
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\ 
| Till Birds wide-warbling melodize the Plain. N 


The ſprightly Notes each Senſe of Pain controul, 


And ſudden Health revives my fainting Soul. 


Sooth'd, there I ſtand, and ſwcetly loſt around, 


! 
q [ : 
BY Hearof my Pains, and healthen from the Sound. 


With Virtue's Charms, my fair Phyſician prove, 


And Kindly make me ſuch, as you could Love. = 


„Still ſhall thy ſtubborn Soul diſdain my Sway? 
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An TIDYLLIUM. 


A ST by thoſe Banks, where aged Eden* glides 
And Trecs embow'ring paint his azure Sides, 
Young Florio fat ; his Lyre the Muſes ſtrung, 
And to the Streams attun'd the riſing SONS, 


The Birds enchanted, as the Poct play'd, 


Perch'd o'er his Head, and peopled all the Shade. 
When, lo! deſcending to the Vocal Grove, 
Approach'd the Parent, and the Power of Love: 
Quick at his Sight, the Flowers freſh Sweets exhale, 
And ſofter Murmurs dy'd in ev'ry Gale. 

While thus the God-head ſpoke, © Say, Shepherd, 
be Re 


* A River, ſo called, which encompaſſes the Town of Appleby, in 
Weſtmorland, | 
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4e Still ſhalt thou brave my All- ſubduing Dart, 
Nor one ſure Arrow pierce thy lawleſs Heart! 
& Have I for this ſubdu'd fam'd Chiefs of Old, 


ee Soften'd the Fierce, and Womaniz'd the Bold? 


ce Shall humblcd Monarchs own my mighty Reign, 
ec And thou, a Boy, the Victor-God diſdain? p 
To hide his Thoughts, in Silence, Florio ſtrove, 
Yet even Silence is a Speech in Love: 

He watch'd th' unguarded Paſlage to his Heart, 
And unawarcs deep lodg'd th envenom d Dart. 
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Deſcription of a Shepherd. 
| _ G he ſate, as merry as his Look, 
And by him lay his Bottle and his Crook ; 
His Buskins edg d with Silver were, of Silk, 
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And ſheathd a Leg more white than Morning Milk. 
Thoſe Buskins he had got, and brought away, 
For dancing beſt upon the Revel Day. 
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The Diſſenter. 
ON-CON at Satan in the Pulpit rails, 
And muſters up a Pack of dev'liſh Tales: 
How by Old Nick, Eve was at firſt betray'd, 
U riah's Wife by David backwards laid: 
But neyer tells who makes him kiſs his Maid. 
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Amoret and Florimello. 
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Paſtoral S O N G. 


I. 
NDERNEATH a moſly Mountain, 
Cloſe beſide a falling Fountain, 


Charming Amoret was laid; 

Wanton Zephyrs whiſper'd Kiſles, 
Toying with her flowing Treſſes = 
When the ſighing Virgin ſaid ; 
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Muſt I then for- ever languiſh, 
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With this ſoft conſuming Anguiſh, 
O the ſadly pleaſing Pain ! 
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Shame commands me to conceal it, 
Love commands me to reveal it, 


To my lovely Shepherd-Swain. 


„ 
O thou ſweetly vocal Water, 
Ceaſe a harmleſs Maid to flatter; 
And convey theſe dying Sighs, 
Thro' this Flow'r-enamell'd Valley, 
To yon fair enchanting Alley, 
Where aſleep my Lover lies. 


IV. 
Florimello ſweetly dreaming, 
Amoret conſenting ſeeming, 

Wak'd, and curſt the jilting Shade; 
Swift as Lightning thro' the Buſhes, 
Half enrag'd the Shepherd ruſhes, 

Finds, and claſps the real Maid. 
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To an old Lady who painted, 


N vain, poor Nymph, to win our youthful Hearts, 
You purchaſe Charms, and practiſe all your Arts. 
In former Times we heard our Fathers ſay, 
Flavia was tender, eaſy, fair, and gay. 
Thus may we love each Picture that we view, 


For that contains as many Charms as you. 


11451 


F 


ON cx more employ this ſtrange creating Art, 
And nicely animate cach fading Part: . 
Then keep a conſtant Eye upon your Glaſs, 
And be the Picture of what once you was: 
So ſhall you gain one half of your Deſire, 


For then, but not till then, we can admire. 


2 n 3 2 


Loſt in a Maze of Joys ten thouſand ways: 


And bleſs that charming Tongue that gives the 
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Upon Zephyrinda's Singing. 


HEN Zephyrinda's ſofteſt Airs I hear, 
She draws my Soul into my liſt ning Ear; 


Aghaſt I ſtand, unknowing where to praiſe, 
Sometimes I melt-upor her Muſic's Sound, 


Wound; | 
Sometimes I ſighing view thoſe magic Eyes, 
Where all that's good and all that's lovely li es. 
Soft panting Cupids play around the Fair, 
They laugh, they peep, they think their Mother 
there. 1 

But while the charming Zepbyrinda ſings, 
They point their Darts, and wave their Silken Wings. 


I Floating 
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Floating on lated Streams they fly around, 

Languiſh i in Airs, and melt with a Sound. 
LIKE her ſweet Orphens ſung his flecting Love, 

Like Me attentive ſtood the /;fFning Grove. 

But now no more let Poets Orpheus praiſe, 

Or crown his hallow'd Lyre with greener Bays + 

To Zephyrinds s Airs and ſweeter Song, 

A fairer Fame, and loftier Lays belong ; 

He only made the Helliſh-Shades admire ; 

Her Eyes and Mulic charm the Heavenly-Choir 5 

And thus inſtructs the Soul to ing and love, | 

At once the Buſineſs and the Bliſs above. | 
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Spoken Extempore to a Lady, 
upon ſeeing ber Shadow. in the 
Mater. 


HAT Art can prevail Oer this wonderful 
Dame? 


In Water ſhe Burns, and ſhe Freezes | in a Flame! 
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1 Pon a Lame Man newly married. 


EORGE LIMPUS i is lame, yet has gotten a 
Bride, 


Since he's lame, he can't Walk — why then he may 
Ride. 


CI 


And fire the Thundrer with a fiercer Flame. 


Written with 4 Penknife on 4 
Tree. 


HILST thus my Knife inſeribes to Fame 
Fair Roſalanda's Name; 
Cupid with a keener Dart 


Carves the Nymph upon my Heart, 


Upon a Ladys having been at 
Naples. 
IEE Semele ſhould Cælia try her Charms, 


Should Jove with equal Ardour fill her Arms; 
Well might the Nymph revenge the blaſted Dame, 
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Mrote in a Lady's Flats 


S on theſc fading Leaves I wrote my Name, 
Belinda cry d, her Heart could ſhow the ſame: 
The ſame alas! in ev'ry Point! fear; 1 


Eras d by the net Touch, as 4) is is here. 
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On a Drunkard's writing bis Miſtreſs's 
Name on a Drinking-Glaſs. 
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HILE Shallow-Brains ſcribbles his Phillis's 
Name, | 
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In many a flouriſhing Letter; 
'Tis only that he may Remember the Dame, 


Leſt he ſhould grow drunk, and Forget her. 
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The QUACK. 


CNUERPO, ſurrounded by the rabble Rout, 
Scatter'd his Packets, and his Jokes about; 
When a poor Fellow, ſillier than the reſt, 
Came cringing up, and thus the Quack addreſt: 
Pray, Doctor, if I may but be ſo bold, 
Amoneſt the many ſtrange things you have told, 
Pray can you tell One how to cure a Scold? 


For I, my Neighbours know't, have ſuch a Wiſe! 


That in plain Terms I'm weary of my Life. 
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The MISER.. 


LD Grjpus went to buy a Suit of Clothes, 
(And to the cheapeſt Place each Body knows) 


But thinking that the Merchant was too hard, 


He fell confounded foul upon the Yard. 
Is tais your Meaſure, Sir! is this three Foot! 


As I'm an Alderman, by G look tot. 


He ſaid: and waggiſh Pickthank thus replies, 
(For all your Tradeſmen are moſt monſtrous wiſe) 
That it is Meaſure, Sir, the Cloth III lay, 

And well g0 try it yonder, oer the way: 

But let me tell you this before you go, 

That, were t a Meaſure for your Conſcience, tho 
Before ſuch lumping Pen'worths ſhould go down, 
You'd ſwear't as long, as all the Yards in Town, 
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From HORACE. 


Auream quiſquis Arrieta 
Dilligit — 
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Turm d and applied to CHL o k. 


S 
* 
8 
i% 
* 
* 
* 
3 
55 
4A 
5 
# | 
* 4 
rg 
44 


E T me not be too high, nor yet too low, 
(Says Horace) that is, keep a juſt ſo, lo. 
Then think not that III humble to your Foot, 
Or to your Head on ftcutting Tipice ſhoot ; 
But on your Middle all my Thoughts employ, ' 


For there, I fancy, lies the ſolid Joy. 
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e eee PLESLEEEDS 


Upon a Lame, Latin Elegiac, Bard. 


OM Hobbleſtart in ELEGIACS writes, 
But in no other Poctry delights 3 
For This, indeed, he ſeems cut out by Fate, 
Witneſs his rueful Look, and ſhambling Gait. 
His Face inſpires him with Poetic-IVoe, 
And his unequal Legs the Meaſure ſhow. 


Speak Truth and Shame the Devil. 
LD Olivia wears a Mask, 
If any one the Reaſon ask, 
This, Anſwer plain, reveals it : 
Her Face of late's ſo ugly grown, 
She does not care to fright the Town, 
And fo forſooth conceals it. 
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Upon One who ftiled himſelf a Great 
Maſter of the Eaſy Poetry. 
OM Fengle's Rivers murmur as they go, 
' But cold and weak as native Fountains flow; 


That they ſhould murmur on, I think it fit; 


For who could re/? contented with their Wit! 


Another. 


D* and Squib make VERSES as they Go, 
I cannot wonder then they walk ſo Slow, 
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On CHLOE. 


HLoe's in every part Divine, 
CHLOE's the Goddeſs of her Sex: 
Who'd think that where ſuch Beauties ſhine, 
The Nymph could ever Swain perplex ? 


See ee ere. 


On the ſame. 


DEB the arrant'ſt Jilt alive, 
Intolerably vain ; 
Boaſting would make us all 8 
What Men her Eyes have ſlain. 
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11 ſoon recover, 
get over 
Another "os 
HL OE the Wonder of the latter Age, 


* 


With ſuch an Art affects the Wits and Beaus ! 


Miiſcilldnions Fo vm." 
Tho' antiquated does our Hearts engage 


ET SS 


The Wounds, they gave between your T 


(Stale- Maidenhead replies,) 


How like good Wine? by Time ſhe ſtronger grows. 


Poor Fool! their Life they 
Ah could you but as well 
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On a Lady's Birth-Day. 


HIS Day that gave BELINDA Breath, 
Has giv'n a thouſand Touths their Death; 


Why then fond Youths, ſo wond'rous gay? 
Is this a fit rejoicing Day ! 

As well might Priam's Subjects — 

The Altar of their Guardian. God ; 

As well expreſs untimely Joy, 

On the great Birth. Day of that Boy, 
Whom Fate aan d to fire heir Troy. 


88888875 2. 288088 
TOAST. 


O fair BELINDA crown the ſparkling Bowl, 
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And let full Bumpers brighten up the Soul; 
Yet theſe ſmall Comforts to my Paſſion prove, 
Id drink an everlaſting Draught of Love, 
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OU ask me the Nymph that delights me 


— 2 
—— —— _ 
—ñ —ẽ WES 


I on De Ont. re — 
= IEEE ̃ — —.. —— 
r — — 


er 


the moſt, 
Why Sir, here's my Service, Belinda's the Toaſt. 


Cat SCC 


TORS r 
. —— 
N 


SAA 8 &. FEEL FEEL EL ES) 


Upon the Lord Rocheſter's Poem on 
Nothing, 56 


T7 HILST others toil to gain themſelves a 
Name, 
Wilmot from NoTHING gains a greater Fame, 
Strange can ſuch Structures out of Nothing riſe, 
And with ſuch wonderful Delight ſurprize! 
Thus out of Nothing ſprung this beauteous World, 
By one commanding Word in Order hutl'd. 
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M ſure, my Cælia, that you'd ſmile, 
Nay laugh to hear me ſay, 
That when the Sun ſhines all the while, 


I cannot ſee the Day. 


II. 


But *twou'd be more abſurd indecd, 
If to diſcover your Diſguiſe, 

I ſhould ſome borrow'd Luſtre need 
To light me to your Eyes. 
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vine, 


de a brighter World. 
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Like his their Darts are hurl'd ; 


Like his thcir Office is d 


To 


Your dazling Eyes the Sun out-ſhine, 
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VERSE Son the Death of 
Ar. William Pattiſon. 


Non naſci homini longe optimum eſt ; proximum 
autem, quamprimum mori: Proh Dii immorta- 
les, quam optabiliter iter illud ineundum eft, 
quo confecto, nulla reliqua Cura, nulla Sollicitudo 
futuraſit ! Tull. Tuſc. Quæſt. 1. 


OURN all ye Poets! mourn ye Nymphs 
and Swains! 
He's gone, the Glory of Poctic-Plains! 
From hence, ye purling Streams, move ſadly flow 


And with melodious Murmurs ſooth my Woe: 


F | Be huſh'd, unleſs Fe: thus indulge my Grief, 


For echo d Sighs to Sighs may grant relief: 


1 eee y 5 
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Your mimic Sorrow might divert my Pain, 


Or teach in eaſier Accents to complain: 


Fancy d Companions might my Tears ſuppreſs ; 


For Fcllow-ſuff rers make Misfortunes leſs : 
From hence, ye Riv'lets, O! forget to move, 
Ye Streams that in Meanders ſweetly rove, 
Forget to murmur out a Strain of Love! 

Be ſtript, ye Groves, of all your gaudy Dreſs, 
And make your Habit ſuit with your Diſtreſs : 
Breathe ſoft, ye Winds ! ye whiſp'ring Breezes tell 
How young he dy'd! and how lamented fell ! 
Fade all ye Laurels, ſhed your drooping Green; 


And let a univerſal Grief be ſeen : 


Ye warbling Birds complain; with me deplore, 


In moving Strains—He muſt return no more. 


An is he then for ever, ever gone ? 


80 carly muſt his Day of Life be done? 


Muſt he ſo early moulder in the Tomb? 
Muſt he ſo ſoon obey the gen'ral Doom? 
Muſt 


# 
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Muſt he the Fate of common Mortals find! 
Sure Wit was for a longer Date * 


Mos J, alas! in vain his Death deplore? 
From hence to ſee my faithful Friend no more. 
Ah! me, muſt I ſurvive to weep his Fall, 
And but in vain the happy Hours recall? 
A Thoſe Hours I ſpent with him too ſoon they re paſt 


But I'm reſign'd they could not al ways laſt. 


VEs, I in vain muſt weep 3 in vain muſt mourn 
Ill go to him; but he ſhall neer return: 


To him IIl go, when Fate ſhall thus decree, 


But he may ne'cr again return to me. 


| Yer why do I the Hours in Sorrow ſpend ?— 
Is it to hear his Troubles have an End 
Why do I mourn ?—for ſure my Friend ſhall know 1 
No more ſuch Suff rings as he felt below :* | i 


* See his LIFE prefixed to his Poetical Works, pag. 43. 
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No more my poor, unhappy Friend ſhall wait 


Th' cxtorted Preſents of the Proud, and Great; 


No more his gen'rous Soul ſhall grieve to find 


Extenſive Fortunes, but a niggard Mind : 


For O! how few with equal Gifts repaid 
The riſing Glories which his Maſe diſplay'd ! 


Yet thoſe more Gen'rous Few who freely lent 


(What others on more ſumptuous Trifles ſpent) 


To Merit in Diſtreſs, ſhall ſurely find 

That Heaven rewards the charitable Mind: 
For glorious Charity ſhall be repaid, 

When all theſe worldly Vanities ſhall fade, 
When ſtrutting Wealth and Pomp ſhall ſink, 


Ruins laid. 


£ 


> 


in 


_ THEN rc-aflume thy Peace, my Soul, and (ay, 


"Tis well his Woes at length are paſs d away 
Tis well his Suff rings and Misfortunes ceaſe ; 
'Tis well he's gone; for now he is at Peace! | 


* See ErFIGIEs AuTHok1s. Vol. I. pag. 231. 
0, : 


Un- 


n 


And bar thy Entrance at the Gates of Fame: 


From hence we trace Variety of Woe; 


For ever bleſt with ſmiling Peace and Love! 


the 39th, 1727. 
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Unhappy Vouth! whom ſuch Misfortunes lead 1 
To claim thy Dwelling with the peaceful Dead! 
The early Wrongs thy rigid Tutor gave, 
Open d thy Paſſage to an early Grave; 

His curſed Pride eſſay d to blaſt thy Name, 


But all in vain; — for now He ſees you fly, 
With envious Leer, to Immortality: 

And let him know; thy Friends ſhall till eſp 
With Pious Zeal, thy crying, injur d Cauſe.* 


— 
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HERE was the Spring whence thy Misfortunes flow, 


Till Sickneſs brought you to the Verge of Life; 
Harraſs'd with Wants, and weary d out with Strife: 
What wonder then, it Deſtitute, Forlorn, 


Stabb'd with Delpair, you threw your Burthen down? 


O may You find ſome happier Realms above, 


* Mr. BLI, his Tutor, ſurvived Him but three Months; dying October 
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Where ſtormy Paſſions never build their Sway! 
And ever: blooming Pleaſures ner decay. 

O may you go thoſe happy Scenes to prove, 
Where ſpotleſs Joys in endleſs Circles move! 
Where Envy never taints your ſ weet Repoſe, 
Nor cens ring Tongues a venom'd Heart diſcloſe: 
Where all is undiſturb'd, ſerene, and fair 5 

No Sorrow, no Diſquiet enters there; 

Far, very far from thence are baniſh'd Cares, 
The Critick's Cenſure, and the Poet's Fears, 
The Sighs of Lovers, and the Mourner's Tears : 


Far thence remov'd is all that Mortals dread 
The Death of Parents, and the Widow'd Bed; 
The Childleſs Father there forgets his Grief, 
And there the weeping Orphans find Relief. 


TRHRICE happy You, who theſe Misfortunes leave, 


By the bleſt Refuge of an early Grave! 
Thrice happy Vou, who quit theſe Cheats below, 


Fox the more laſting Bliſs which Heavenly Joys beſtow! 
Turxxr 
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THERE ſhall You find all you could wiſh before 3 
There ſhall You meet your Friends, to part no more: 
There ſhall You learn, what few can here attain, 
To bid adieu to all thats falſe and vain: 


There reſt ſecure from all the Storms of Fate, 


And all the Pains that vex Life's brittle State; 


No more from hence to grieve, no more to mourn ; 
'T would be a Sin to wiſh thee to return. 

Hence ſhall thy weary'd Soul forget its Care; 

And all thy Suff rings find a Period here; 


Life and Misfortunes ſhall at once be o er, 


Till Death ſhall ceaſe, and Time ſhall be no more. 


LESS happy We, whom harder Fates ordain 
To undergo a longer Share of Pain: 


Still to continue in this fleeting Life, 


Fill'd up with Miſery all, and big with Strife. 


Yet we reſign'd muſt run our deſtin'd Race, 


Be it a longer, or a ſhorter Space: 


N i Then, 
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Then, as an Hireling glad to end his Day, * 

Well leave the World; nor ask a longer Stay. 
Leſs happy they, who now thy Death bemoan, 
Whoſc diſappointed Hopes with Thee are gone: 
Thy weeping Parents + (whoſe indulgent Cares 
Are now diſfolv'd and drown'd in briny Tears) 
Far other Things might hope from ſuch a Son, 


Who early in the Paths of Fame had gone: 


Whoſe noble Genius might have claim'd a Name 


Known to Poſterity, and known to Fame: 


His ſprightly Wit, with happieſt Fancy grac'd, 
Like Manna, ſeem'd defign'd for ev'ry Taſte: 
His Muſe with ſuch ſweet, eaſy Beauties moy'd, 


We came, beheld, admir'd; approv'd, and lov'd ; 


Improving Years, had ripen'd ey'ry Thought, 
And budding Fancy to Perfection brought; 
But this, alas! was not by Heaven deſign'd, 
To him as. a thoꝰ to us leſs kind: 


* Job xiv. 6. 
I He left behind him a moſt unnatural Father, Brother, and Siſter. 


For 


** 
3. 

3 

1 

5 


Or 


For whom ſke loves, ſhe ſooneſt takes away, 


The only Prudence here is to comply, | 


And ſeals their Paſſage to the Realms of Day; 
Whilſt others leſs deſerving ſtay behind, 
To prove more Woes, and Pleaſures leſs refin'd, 


So earlieſt Bloſſoms ſooneſt fall away; 
And Flowers that faireſt blow, moſt quick decay; 
Whilſt thoſe that bloom leſs ſweet, or riſe more 

late, 


Survive the nipping Cold, and baffle Fate. 


Bur now, dear Pattiſon, farewel! adieu! 
I have perform'd the moſt a Friend can do: 
This is the laſt (ad Office I can pay; 
Much 1 have gad, and much more could I ſay: 
More yet I'd weep, might it procure your Stay. 
But tis in vain! tis now, alas! too late! 


Vain are all Efforts againſt Death, and Fate: 


Reſign'd to live, but more reſign d to die. 


* Turn- | 
| 
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| THEREFORE accept, dear Shade, this patting 


den; | SSUR — 


It comes from one you always found ſincere; 


From one, who ſoon perhaps may ſtand in need 
Of what he now beſtows upon the Dead; 
Who ſoon himſelf may want that gen'rous Tear, 


With which he now bedews your mournful Bier: 


O! then may ſome kind Friend attend my Hearſe, 
And cloſe the Scene with ſome inſtructive Verſes. 
Showing, tis happier oft to dic, than live, 

Better to leave the World, than to ſurvive. 


AND then (O! nearer Care ) may then in Heaven 


My Peace be made, and all my Crimes forgiven! 


My Pardon ſeald, and all my Woes be oer! 


From thence no more to die, to mourn no more. 
May then my Failings all be wipe'd away, 
And all my Darkneſs brighten into Day! 


So bleſs'd, III gladly leave a World of Strife, 
And think my Death more happy than my Life, | 
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Chymical Extract of the verdant Wood, 


What ſhall Icall thee? but whate er thou art, 


I own thy Powet, I feel thy pleaſing Smart. 


M E L A N CHO L V. 
By Mr. RochE f King's Calla: 


AL Goddeſs of the lonely Fields and Groves; 


Gentle Concomitant of virtuous Loves: 


Delightful Offspring of the ſerious Thought, 
Wandring Idea, from Reflection caught: 


Soft Effluence of the Silver-ſtreaming Flood! 


IMPELL'D by thee the penſive Bard eſſays, 
(Tho unrefin'd, and artleſs are his Lays) 
In mournful Elegy to ſing thy Praiſe. 
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Marx the brown Horror of this Shade, 5 
For Mclancholy- -Muſing made! 


Each Object here that meets the Sight, 
Each feeble Noiſe that ſtrikes the Ear, 
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Thrills thro' the Heart with calm Delight, 
Chaſtis d by reverential Fear, 
Lofty Trees in Arches meeting, 
Echoes hollow Blaſts repeatine, LA. Sh AA 
Cliffs in crumbling Ruins bending, 
Streams from diſtant Rocks deſcending, | 
Allay the Paſſions, heavenly Thoughts ſupply, 


And charm each Senſe with wild Varicty. 


Hide me, ye Gods, within this dark Retreat, 


From pompous Troubles that infeſt the Great; 
Secluded, in Oblivion let me lie, RS 
Neglected live, and unregarded dic. 

In ſtudious Leiſure let my days be ſpent ; 


Wing d with ſoft Peace, calm Quiet and Content; 


In Silence let em urge their conſtant Flight, 


Nor clogg d with Grief, nor hurry d by Delight. 
While 
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While thus with ſolitary Steps I rove ho 
Thro all the Lab'rinths of this mazy Grove, 
What various Scenes are in my Fancy wrought; 
How am I loſt, and ſwallow'd up in Thought! 
Till dusky Gloom involves the dark ning Sky: 
I ill on the Ocean's utmoſt Brims 
The God of Light deſcending ſwims; 
While every Cloud reflected Ray, 
(Faint Remnants of a glorieus Day) 


With gaudy Colours paves his Way; 3 


And the Birds fare wel Notes proclaim the Evening 


nigh. 


On Ireviewſome skilful Author's Lines, 
Where Nature in the Dreſs of Words ſtill ſhines : 
Where Poetry the raviſh'd Fancy leads 
Thro' fictious Grotts, and viſionary Meads: 
Where Vindſar's Groves a chequer'd Scene diſplay? 
And part admit, and part exclude the Day: 


Where 
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Where fair Lodona ſmoothly glides along, sin / 
Immortaliz'd in Pope's melodious Song. Ae =) 
Philips with manly Rapture fills the Mind 3 

In him, alone, we Virgil's Spirit find. 

In each, the ſame judicious Ardour glows, 

And nervous Elegance correctly flows. 

Here Trees beneath their juicy Product bend, 
There, thick as Hail, the purple Balls deſcend. 
Bleſt Herefordian Plants, that could inſpire, 

The charming Poet with ſuch Heavenly Fire! 

The more we read, the more we ſtill admire. 

So, when from ev'ry Quarter of the Skies, 

The twinkling Gems of Evening firſt ariſe, 

They to the Glance of careleſs Eyes appear, 

But thinly ſcatter'd o'er the Hemiſphere ; 

But as we gaze; the Womb of Darkneſs teems :- - 
With num rous Births of ſtill increaſing Beams; 
'And whereſo'er we fix our wond'ring Eycs, 


From a tremendous Height new Suns ſurprize. 


of 


SEER! 
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SEE! the ſtill Moon begins her ſilent Race; 

! Wuite fleecy Vapours veil her Silver Face: 
Now ſportive Elves their circling Dance prepare, 
b And hov'ring Spectres skim on Fields of Air; 
All join to form a complicated Scene 

t Of pleaſing Horrors ; terribly ſerene! 

Hark! in wild enchanting Strains, 


How gentle Ph:lomel complains ! 
Sweet Philomel, the Bird of Love; 
The harmleſs Syren of the Grove. 
| Cynthia flies on, attentive to the Sound; 
The Streams in ſofter Murmurs flow: 
The raviſh'd Winds forget to blow:  —_ / 
(Or now and then a breathing Breeze. 
Whiſpers Applauſes thro? the Trees) 
Elſe Nature's huſh'd to Silence all around. 


So, when a choſen Voice in Heaven's bright Choir, 
Amidft the Angels tunes *s Golden Lyre, | 
And with inimitable Skill eſſays 

To ſing an Anthem in Jehovah's Praiſe : 


L Deep 


Deep Silence ſpreads o'er all the Realms of Peace, 
Their Acclamations and loud Concerts ceaſe; 
By juſt Degrees the melting Strains decay, 

And in far diſtant Echoes die away. 


HALL! facred Solitude: Thou faithful Guide 

Io bliſsful Shores, thro' Life's tumultuous Tide. 

Tranſporting Earneſt of immortal Joys, 

Of Extacies, Fruition ne er deſtroys. - | 

Thy calm Delights the Godhead deign'd to prove; 

When for our Sake (O unexampled Love!) 

To die for us, He left his Throne above. | 

Ofr, from the noiſy Populace retir'd, 

On Mountain-Tops his Prayers to Heaven aſpir' d; 

Oft o'er unhoſpitable Wilds He ſtray d, 

At rending Winds, and Thunder undiſmay d: 

The Lightning ſhone around his ſacred Hair, 

Like Meteors, with an we hve Glare: 

In Adoration Winds their Voices raiſe, 

And Thunder in rude Accents ſpoke his Praiſe: | 
— 
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Storms are but Minifters to work his Will, 
5 raging Seas his high Beheſts fulfil ; 
l He with a Word can make the Tempeſts ccaſe, | 


1 
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, 


And huſh the furious Ocean into Peace. | bl 
64 Beſtill, ye Winds; ye Surges ceaſe to roar, j 
i « Nor foaming daſh upon the Sandy Shore. ; | | 

The Saviour ſpake— the Billows levell'd lie, | 


Proftrate adoring, Winds expiring die; Wl 


As on a Marble Floor th' Almighty trod; ii 
The Wavc-repelling Rocks confeſs' d their God, 1 


And bow d ſubmiſſive with a lowly Nod! 
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Some PASSAGES * 
the Book of WIS DOM, 


CHAP. v. vii, viii. 
By the SAME. 


| I. 
LES I. IAL Wiſdom, in a virtuous Soul, 
Directs, and guards, and animates the Whole; 
Diſſuades from Vice, illuminates the Blind, 
And guides the dubious judgment of the Mind. 
This 
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This Beam reflected from the Godhead's Light, 


(Primzyal Source, and Fountain ever- bright) 


Clears and improves the Reafon where it ſhines, 
Calms the rude Paſſions, and the Thoughts refines. 
So when the Sun his radiant Beams diſplays, 

And gilds the ſmiling Ocean with his Rays, 


The vaſt tremendous Surface of the Dcep 


Lies ſmoothly. level, and the Tempeſts ſleep : 


Each Object in a perfect Light is ſeen, 
The ſilver Fiſh glide thro the liquid Green, 


And all the fair Horizon is ſerene. 


II. 
SEE! how the Sun flames in his ample Sphere, | 
Lightens the Globe, and carries on the Year. 
View him, when firſt He darts his orient Ray, 
What ſtreaming Purple paves his Eaſtern Way! 
Behold his Noon, inſufferably bright ! : 
When the fierce Heats to bow'ry Shades i invite ; ; 


Till coolex Evening urs in the Night. 


\ Behold 
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1s but an empty gilded Pageantry, 
Io pleaſe thy Pride, and entertain thine Eye? 


Behold' the Moon, and all her num'rous T Ts 1 
Then, tell me, Mortal, do they ſhine in vain? -- 
Think ſt thou that all yon vaſt beſpangled Sky 


« As well might every ſimple Emmet fay, | 
« The lofty Alps were rais'd to pave his way. 
Ceaſe then, O baffled Reaſon! to aſpire, 


But ſilently contemplate, and admire. 


Where can this Univerſe begin or end? 
Where do its utmoſt Boundaries extend? 
How do all Orbs in Harmony combine; 
Various their Works, united their Deſign? 
Tis wond rous all, and worthy Hands Divine! 


III. 
THESE are the beauteous Proofs of Wiſdom's 
Sway, ; 
Whom all the Univerſe is glad tobey. 
From the dark Womb of uncreated Night, 
She call'd em forth, and fill'd their Orbs with Light. 
5 They 


i 

N 

3 
7 
E 
N 
5 
2 
C 
5 
| 


May ſwarm, with Animals, and teem with Births, 
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They move in Pomp, ſubſervient to her Will, 
And in their Courſe her high Beheſts fulfil, 


At Her Command, each Star that gilds the Pole, 0 


May be a Sun, may ſee the Planets roll 0 
Around his Orb, Himſelf the Eye and Soul 6 
Of his reſpective Sphere: whoſe ample Earths, 


* 


Which Adam's num'rous Progeny ne'er knew, . 
Strange to the Mind; and curious to the View. 
Vet all theſe Worlds at length muſt fade away, 
And an eternal Night ſucceed their Day. 
But Wiſdom\bines perpetual Ad ferene; 
No gloomy Cloud O ercaſts the daz ling Scene: 
Crouds of veil'd- Seraphims ſurround her Throne, 
Where till ſhe reigns unrivall'd and alone, 
In myſtic Prefence of the great Three-One!. 
Ws 
We firive in vain our Impotence to hide, 
And cover Weakneſs with il grounded A 
VoL. II. | 5 The 
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oY The Sceptred Moparch, and the Captive Slave, | 
14. The Weak, the Mean; the Valiant, and the Brave; 


ib Loſe their Diſtinction in one common Grave: 
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As ſtately Ships oer curling Billows ſweep, 
19 But make no Sign upon the cloſing Deep; iel berg 
As the moſt piercing Eye can never tracdte 


44 The Mountain Lark's, or hov'ring Valture's Race: 


To Or as from Bows the whizzing Arrows fly;. ;' 
* But leave no Tracks along the yielding Sky | 
a9 So Life begun ſoon haſtens to an End; 
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| | Tempeſtuous Cares its flecting; March! attend : 

g | | Pleaſurc's ſoft [OY and Wealth 8 * 

4 Falſe glittering Bubbles, and deluſive Toys; | 

14 Miflead us wand' ring, with ai treach'rous Smile, 5 
And to ſome Precipice our Steps beguile 

There leave us plung'd in Guilt and deep Deſpair, 


Till our trail Lives diſſolve in common Air. 


Thro Vaics of Tears our conſcious Souls 55 
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" But Clouds and Darkneſs terminate e the View. 


2 | Impious 
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Impious Deſires and Wiſhes all are vain, 
Each trivial Joy, is dearly bought with Pain, 
Of whoſe ſhort Stay, no Footſteps muſt remain. 


V. 

THE Juſt alone are Heaven's peculiar Care, 
Who ſerve th' Almighty, and his Laws revere, 
(Homage not Service, Edicts not ſevere) 
 Zehovah's Throne is fix'd on Liberty, 

His Subjects are emphatically free : 


With wond'rous Love the Godhead overflows ; 
Showers of rich Bleſſings on the Good beſtows ? 
Directs their Steps thra. all the Paths of Life, 
When Virtue oft maintains a doubtful Strife 
With Sin's Allurements, his extended Arm 
Kindly ſupports em, and averts the Harm. 


And when at laſt Death claims his deſtin'd Prize, 


And heavy Clouds oppreſs their languid Eyes ; 
Victorious Palms, and Crowns of pureſt Gold, 


Wait their Approach, Heaven's beauteous Gates un- 


fold, 
18 
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| 
3 
5 


1 am Alpha and Omega, the firſt and the 
laſt, ſaith the Lord. Apoc. i. 8. 


J. 
: ELL hail! of Ages thou perpetual Source : 
From forth whole fertile ever. teeming Womb, 
Days, lonths, and Years in order ſtarting, 
Afreſh revolving, ſtill departing 5 
Een from that Moment when the Sun, 

, circling Journey firſt begun, 

| Down to this pointed Inſtant Now, 


Took their foredoom'd irrevocable Courſe. 


l 
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A ot 


| From Thee ſuch inexhauſted Wonders ſpring, 
i The raviſh'd Poet knows not which to ſing : J 
i From Theme to Theme with ſecret Tranſport toſt, 0 
Imagination in Amazement's loſt. 
How ſhall He trace 
Thy ſpeedy boundleſs Race; 
Which nc'er began, nor e'er can ceaſe to be, 


But meaſures out the Flow of vaſt Eternity! 


IL. 

TEIL me, ye Muſes, how? 

For you or none can tell ; 
| You laſt coæval with the mighty Sire, 
Periſh the Worlds; increaſe the Muſes Fire! 
Say firſt what hidden Laws conſi ign, 
Precipitate the quick, retard the lagging pace 
Of joyful, anxious Minutes to the Mind ? 
Time ruſeſt Things reveals, | 
Vet its myſterious Self conceals. Fe : 
Superiour Influence ſtill controuls, . 


And bounds the Motion of our Souls. 


Thus 


| 
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| 

i 
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Counts their Progreſſion, and remarks their Courſa, 
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Thus vivid Streams 1 Light, 
That dart ſpont 
Thought confounding, Senſe ſubduing, 


cous from the Sun, 


Fire the Fan cy with purſuing 3 
Inſtant they ſtrike upon the daz led Sight, 
We know not when their ſubtle Speed begun; 


Our ſlow Ideas no ucceſſion frame, 
Too ſwift the Motiqn, and too bright the Flame! 
II. 
YET that all-glorious Deity, 
To whom a thouſand Years are 28 2 Day 
That floats unheeded by : 
Before whoſe pureſt intellectual Sight, 
And Chaos- piercing Ray, 
Dim are thoſe ſtarry Lamps, 4 
That glitter from Etherial Height, 
And beautify the Sky ; | 


ws 4a to this Globe from their refulgent Source : : 
> 4 Sees 
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Sces how the nimble Pencils fly, | 
Scatt'ring their blended Colours on the Flowers, | 
And Verdure on the moſly Glade, } 
Nor leſs obſerves with ſtrict diſcerning Eye, 
How ſlowly. by the figur'd Hours, | 
Cloſe creeps the ſtreaking Shade. | 
For Time's Account, there's nought too ſwift or ſlow, 
Of Orbs that whirl above, or Worms that crawl below. 


LirEs but a Point in round Eternity, 
A Speck of Land amidft a boundleſs Sea. 
The toaming Billows daſh on cv'ry tide, * 
| Diſparted Ocean raves : 
Threar'ning to wither all its bloomy Pride, 
And whelm it underneath the Waves. 
Time ks their Force, andrules their Rage, 
Sometimes directing them to roll 
Impetuous, and ſweep * the _y Soul : 


Pot 


Now 
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There Priam's crouded Court amidſt that reverend 
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Now by a kind, tho haſty Doom, 
Summons the carly Good ; 


Snatching their Virtues from a ſinful Age : 
Now gently rears up from the yawning Temb, 
And reconciles the Penitent to God. 
es. 
Who can recount the Changes that attend 
| Time's ever-flecting March ; 
The cold Negle& of a long-truſted Friend, 
Or mould'ring of a Roman Arch? 
See'ſt thou yon ſilent Plain! there I/;ur ſtood, 


Wood, ” . 
The gleby Soil by ſharpen'd Plough-ſhares tore, 
Now waves with Corn, that ſwarm'd with Men be- 
I fore. | 7 
But O!] my Muſe recall the Time, 
When gay Creation in her wanton Prime on 
Smooth'd out a level Plain: 


Eternal 


Eternal Breezes fann'd the riſing Flowers, 
And Love and Innocence refreſh'd their Noon-tide 
Bowers: | 
But hateful Sin 


Too ſoon crept in. 
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See! ſee! the roaring Deep, 
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O'erleaps his Bounds ; what can reſiſt his Sweep? 


'Tis all a wat'ry Main, — 
At length the guſhing Tempeſts ceaſe, 
The ſinking Waves inſenſibly decreaſe ; 


And the firm Continent appcars again. 


But hah! how alter'd is the Scene! 


- 


Where are the Groves that were for ever green! 
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How mournfully the dropping Trees appear! 

No Birds with Harmony delight the Ear. 
Unuſual Objects fright the Eyes, 
Mountains emerging, threat the Skies; | 

Here © Etna flames, there Appenines ariſe. 
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5 TE 5 | 
| WHILE Thoughts like theſe revolv'd within my 


Mind, 
My penſive Head upon my Hand reclin d) 
Sudden a Slumber o'er my Eyc-lids crept, 
And Fancy form'd this Viſion while 1 1 
Methought a venerable Sire aroſe, | 
Such as our annual Hieroglyphick ſhows ; 
Tall was his Stature, and compos'd his Mien: 
His Eyes were awful; ſteady, mild, ſerene.” - 
Behind, his ſlipp'ry Head was bare, _ 
His Front was ſhaded with a Lock of Hair: 
Dovn from his Chin depends a froſty Beard, 
Let Youthful Vigour in his Age appear'd : 
One-Arm extended, held that watchful Power, 
Which pours adown the Sandy-ſtreaming Hears, 


And on: his. crooked Scythe engray'd; 
The Wrath of Peleus Son, 
In Golden Characters diſtinctly ſhone. 
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His Form confefs'd the God ycleped Time. 

On me he fix d a pitying Look, 

And thus benevolently ſpoke ; 
No longer, Youth, miſuſe me with thy Rhyme, 

No more of Ink and Paper waſte, 
But take this ſhort Advice for I'm in haſte : 
Spend not thy precious Prime in idle Dreams, 
Of cleft Parnaſſus and Ao#7an Streams; 
Hope not a Share of Immortality, 
The Mountain's Heights ate inacceſlible to thee: 
Canſt thou like Courtly Waller charm the Fair! 
| Or if that's not thy Care, 

Read Milton, and of true Sublime deſpair. 

| What tho' with Tranſport when a ſtripling Boy, 
Thou'ſt Cowley in thy Mother's Cloſet read, 
And with the Muſes Milk wasreatly fed? 
Had ſhe been Wile, the Rod had drove thee thence, 
Cur'd thee betimes, and whipt thee into Senſe. 
Rugged and ardrivus are the Paths to Fame, 
And vain thoſe Honours of an empty Name. 
| Now 


» 
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ou if you'd thrive and eat, go, ſtoutly bawl 
For fart ning Fees in Rufus antient Hall: 
Or learn the fly deluſive Arts of Trade! 

Bur if the way to Happineſs you d find, 

Be this ſhort Precept graven on your Mind; 
Humble to others, to thy ſelf be juſt, 

Revere the Soul, and think the Body Duſt: 
Dare to be Wiſe, begin in Time. He ſaid, | 
Expanding wide his gradual Plumage ſpread, 
Then gave a monitory Glance, and ficd. 


Irvigilate viri, tacito nam Temporagreſſu 
Diffugiunt, nulloque ſono convertitur annus. Juv. 
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Comnry- Chriſtening. 


f 


2 


Done Gore the Latin, by Mr. GOODBARNE., 


. 1 : 
* , Id 4 þ Ni e * WV 1 A 


Grand Proceſſion, and a Babe I ſing, 

Sacred to > God, from holy OL Spring: 
Thou, chaſte Diana, hcar the Bard deſcant 

The Child-Bed Labours, and the Midwife quaint ; 


Thou, Juno, conſcious of the teeming Cares, 


Approve the Songficy, and al his Prayers. 


Li % < ys * 


See the Original of chien moſt 1 en Form (Intitled, Feſtum Lu- 
firale, ſive Baptizatio Ruſtica) in the former Volume of Mr. Pattiſon's 
Poetical Works. pag. 241. | 
| Now 
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Now twice five Suns repell'd the dewy Morn 
With gilded Rays, ſince firſt the Child was born; 
When ſtrait th'aſſembled Neighbours flock to ſee 
The Infant ſquawling on the Nurſe's Knee, 

Here various Goſſips different Arts employ, 

Some dreſs the Feaſt, while others dreſs the Boy; 
Anxious they hie, while to the Font they came, 
With Chriftian Water give the Babe a- Name ; 
Mean while the Farmer leaves his rural Care, 
And round his Fields unfiniſh'd Toils appear; 
Here half-plaſh'd Hedges ſadly at a ſtand, -P 
Forlornly left, invite the Plaſher's Hand ; 

Now there, alas! uncertain Dikes are found, 


And Rogers Spade ſticks idly in the Ground, 


While he in Sundays Jacket gay appears, | 'i/ 
Amidſt his Louts adjuſts his matted Hairs, 2 
Nor leſs his Peggy joins her Roger's haſtec, 


With ſilken Girdle binds her taper Waiſt ; ; 
Her ſlender Waiſt with the neat Bandage ſhone, // 


Tho from her Fingers woolly Toils have run; 


Spruce 
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Spruce in each part her cleanly Garments ſet, 
And on her Head eres her High-crown'd Hat ; 
Her Locks with Barley-Flower half grown white, 
With skill ſhe ſtrews, to pleaſe her Roger's ſight. 
Now for the Journey all the Gueſt provide, 
Some walk the Plain, while ſome prepare to ride; 
The jaded Steeds with threefold Burdens tire, 
And ſcarcely drag their Legs from out the Mire; 
The luſty Dames on Pillions plac'd behind, 
O'ercharg d with Fat now load the Palfrey kind: 
Peggy 's entruſted to her Roger's Care, 
Whoſe folding Arms embrace his falling Dear 3 
See how, o'erſpent, her Colour comes and goes, þ 
While Roger's Arms ſupport 3 Spouſe, 
With Joy to Mother Earth his Charge reſtores, | 
Then ſafe conducts her to the wiſh'd-for Doors: 
Now entcr'd every Gueſt the Child-bed Room, 
Who Lydia kindly welcomes as they come, 
With Compliments the Goſſip Tribe harangues, | 
While oer her whiter Breaſts a Nightrail hangs, 

| 3 Plac'd 


r 
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Plac'd on a Cuſhion 3 in her Elbow-Chair, 


Sits painful, brooding over a Mother's Care: 


The goodly Matrons on the Infant tend, 

Its Wit they praiſe, and every Look commend 3 
Some lull the Babe; ſome hug; ſome chat; the reſt 
Play with its Mouth, and ſhake the Bantling's Fiſt ; 
Look ! look! ſays one; Behold; another cries, 


The Father's Noſe ! See, ſee, a third replies, 


IT has Granny's Cheeks,and Mother's n'own bright 


Eyes. 


Taz Grandame then her long- kept Silence broke, 


With Pleaſure ſmil'd, and with a Cough ſhe ſpoke; . 


« The Father thus (if I remember right) 


Thus look d and laugh'd with innocent Delight, 


When dandled in his Nurſe's Arms he ſmil d, 


« He look'd the very Picture of this Child 

O mayſſtthou grow thy Grandame's other Joy, 
«© And than thy Sire more fertile Fields employ : 
by O may ſt thou live to combat on the Green, 


« Some few Years hence thou like thy Dad be ſeen. 
Vol. II. 135 T 7 
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VO may ſt thou wreſtling fling each ſturdy Swain, 


| L And be a little Monarch of the Plain: 


cc 


« And ſhout thy Vict'ry, and the Prize thy own. 


* And kindle in thy Breaſt a glorious Love. 


But if my Harveſt yellows in my Fields, 


« Will but thy Size conſent; thou ne er ſhalt know 


© Togoad the Steers, or guide the crooked Plough. 


e But thou, cxaltcd to ſome high Degree, 


« Mayor of thy Town, believe me, thou ſhalt be: 


„Thou with thy Train of Aldermen ſhalt go, 


6 Shalt gravely look, and walk in Triumph flow, 


While City Maces thy Diſtinction ſhow. 


Wirn one Conſent the Goſlips all approve, 


The worthy Purpoſe, and the Grandame's Love. 


When Mop/a for ſagacious judgment known, 
Ordains this Boy a Daughter of her own. 


Then ſhalt thou wear the Hat thy Strength has won, 


O may ſome Phy/ls then thy Sweet-heart prove, 


And bounteous N ature large Increaſement yields, 


Of 
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Of equal Parts, nor yet inferiour Age, 

And truſt me, Mop ſa is a Female Sage. 

At length the Matrons march, a goodly Band, 
Proud of her Burden, Lucy ſweeps the Sand: 
Careful the Infant in her Arms ſhe bears, 

And with a Mantle veils its tender Years, 

At Church arriv'd, with bended Joints they kneel, 
In holy Order, round the facred Well: 

When from the Prieſt, baptiſmal Drops o'crſpread 
The helpleſs Youngling's conſecrated Head. 
Theſe Rites perform'd divinely good, proclaim 
The Babe a Chriſtian with its Father's Name. 

The Bantling cries 3 the Matrons, from its Tears, 


Pronounce its Life, and propheſy its Years. 


MAN while at Home, confus'dly all prepare 
To deck the Manſion with a ſtudious Care. 
Some rub the Dreſlers, others ſweep the Hall, 
Bruſh the low Ceiling and the mouldy Wall ; 

oP 2 | The 
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The Earthen Platters on the Cupboard gay, 

In niceſt Rank and Order they diſplay: 

With curious Sculpture does the Cupboard ſhine, 
In good old Oak, the Workmanſhip Divine. 


They ſpread the Linnen o'er the brighter d Board, 
A Napkin to each Trencher they afford. * 


Now Spiders mourn their niceſt Webs deſtroy'd,- 
Which o'er the Wihdow late extended wide, 


For Bridget's Beſom left no Nook untry'd. 


They move the Holy Bible from its ie, 
'To duſt the Window where the Bible was ö 
And Durfey's Rhimes by hungry Vermin eat; 
Are baſely thrown beneath the Servants Feet. 


Nor leſs confus'd the Cooks and Scullions haſte, 
To tempt the Goſlips with a rich Repaſt. 
Some ſtir the Flames and fiery Rage provoke, 
While the Pot boiling, riſes into Smoke: 
7 Some ſpit the Beef, and others turn the Spit, 
With ardent Haſte they juſtle as they meet: 
Now 
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Now grievous Light offends the feather'd Throng, 


Now Oer the Orchard moaps the Hen alone, 


Prepares to carve, and help cach bidden Gueſt : 
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The cooing Pidgeon moans her martyr'd Young, 
Now various Fowls lament their bitter Fates, 


While Turkeys, Ducks, and Nins, wail their 
Mates. 


Her tender Brood, alas deftroy'd and gone. 


HERE one with Garniſh decks the noble Chear, 
Another blends the Raiſin-Puddings there. 
Here one the ſtately Walls of Paſte uprcars, 


Which others line with Apples, Plumbs, and Pears. 
On the firſt Threſhold Robin laid along, 


Sharpens the Knives, and bellows out a Song, 
When as the Labours of the Kitchen burn, 
The hungry Goſſips all from Church return: 
The Feaſt prepar d, all ſilently ſit down, 
Without a Word, for Grace indeed they'ad none; 
Plac'd at the Head the Miſtreſs of the Feaſt, 


1 To 
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eee rages 
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To every one a Plate of Beef ſhe ſends, 
In rank and order to her Home- ſpun Friends. 
Thus round the Board, they feaſt, they chat, they 


8 
3 2 . 


laugh, 1 | 
And flowing Bumpers merrily they quaff; 
In ſofteſt Eaſe and Wine their Cares they drown, 


And loſe a-while the Labours once their own. 


Now gan the Rage of Lucy's Jeers to ſhine, | 
Born of her Brain, begot by Parent Wine F N 
Keenly the Sluggard Husbands ſhe inveighs, 
Who ſtudy Sleep, not propagate their Race ; 
With gibeing Satire flows her Serpent Tongue, 


And ſpite of Years, her active Voice is young. 


O ! ſhameful Herd of lazy Louts, ſhe ſays, 
Within whoſe Hall no Son nor Daughter plays ; 
Whoſe childiſh Gewgaws ev'ry Evning Charm 
The weary Dad returning from his Farm; | 
Whoſe 
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Whoſe harmleſs Chat ſweet Innocence affords, 
And join their Kiſſes with their Father's Words. 
But O! the Brutes and Sluggards as they are, 
Pretend, forſooth, to loath the nuptial Care. 
O! that our Laws ſome penal Pain would chuſe, 
To vex the ſterile Husbands, who abuſe 
The Gifts of Nature, and neglect their Spouſe. 
Long live the Man, and peaccful reſt his Bones, 
Who counts his Years of Wedlock by his Sons ! 


Ius ſpoke the Dame, with Thirſt and Rage o'cr- 
= om 
Drinks, and withdraws into a private Room; 
To hear the pregnant Labours of her Ire, 
She becks the Female Synod to retire; | 
Whoſe fertile Reaſons logically prove, 
By many ways Neceſſity of Love. 
She paints myſterious Wonders to the Life, 
And to a fallow Field compares a Wife: 


T 4 A 
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A fallow Wife, or fallow Field, what's worſe ? 
There's nought on Earth excecds the Barren Curſe. 
Let no unmarry'd Nymphs theſe Precepts hear, 
They're too immodeſt for a Virgin's Ear. 

To ſlander next her Neighbours ſhe began, 

And cloaks her Meaning, with a certain Man, 


Not far from hence, whom ey'ry one muſt know, 


: pppd 144) Gy 


Believe me, Matrons, tis but even ſo. 
But what you hear, ne'er tell, for do ye ſee, 


1 am not willing it ſhould come from me. 


MEANTIME, the Nurſe diſrobes her darling 
Young, 
And in the Cradle lays the Child along: 
Sec the rare Fabrick modell'd into Art, 
With faireſt Okers hgemm'd in ev'ry Part; 
Whole top depending o'er the Infant's Head, 
Jo skreen from Duſt, a ſhaded Umbrage ſpread : 
While Reeling- rocks the waving Fabrick preſs'd, 
_ Whoſe fickle Motion lulls the Babe to reſt. 


I | Now 
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; Now: as the Bantling ſends a pitcous Cry, 
- The Nurſe diverting tunes her Lullaby. 

But Songs in vain attempt its hungry Rage, 

Nor Songs, nor Muſic, can its Tears aſſuage: 
From Bed ſhe takes the Babe, unknown to Reſt, 
Offers it Food, and miniſters the Breaſt. 

When in her Mouth ſhe qualifies its Food, 
Allays the Heat, and makes Digeſtion good. 


PPTP 


So pecks the Mother Bird the ſcatter d Grain, 
And haſtens homeward loaded oer the Plain; 
Swift to her Callow-Young ſhe wings her way, 


Her Off ſpring greedy ſwallow thus their Prey. 


Tux God-Sirs now ſalute the Goſſip Dames, 
And a8 they kiſs, they Kindle into Flames; 
"While future Love inglorious they deſign, 
Heighten'd by Mirth, by Company, and Wine. 
| | Now Night's Noon-Shade o'crtakes th aſſembled 
1 Gueſt, 


And twinkling Stars 1 invite the Louts toReſt ; 


When 
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When riſing, all to take their leave prepare, 

But Corydon faſt ſeated in his Chair, 

Ranging full Bottles by his jolly ſide, 

Liſtleſs to part, reſolving to abide ; 

But fearful leſt his goodly Spouſe ſhould chide. 

In glecful Guiſe the Swains and Nymphs take leave, 
While mutual Hearts and mutual Hands they weave ; 
One with his Staff directs his ſober pace, 

His truſty Steed another Lout conveys. 

This Swain uxorious, leads his buxom Spouſe, 

And Arm in Arm the Hen-peck'd Cuckold goes. 


Tux Sire cxulting bids his Friends farewel, 
In next December, it I right can tell, 
He ſays: Again in one revolving Vear, 

My fruitful Lydia will a Daughter bear. 
When with the Year we will our Feaſt renew ; 
Neighbours farewel, only till then adieu! 
The Matrons laughing, hear his jocund Tale, 
And wiſh his Purſe and Progeny ncer tail. 


35. 
3 


Miſcellaneous Porms. 283 


SHSSSSDSSSSESDSDS SDSS SS 
e 2 7 8 


Vs RSES rote to a young Lady, upon her 
returning his Letter unopen d; 


By Mr. B—. 


IKE theſe warm Lines which with my Paſſion 
burn'd, : | 

Impriſon d under Seal your Hands return'd ; 

I, your dejected Lover lie confin'd, 

With your fair Image ſeal'd upon my Mind. 

Whilſt you behold with a regardleſs Eye, 


In Bands, his Letter, and your Lover lie. 


How might thy Hand! | good Gods! how eaſily, 
Have broke the Seal and ſet the Letter free; 
And O! how might one tender Word of thine 
Have ſooth'd that Heart, which I could once call mine! 
But ah! thou know ſt thy conqu ring Power too well, 
One Inſtant law thee,— and the next I fell. 
| IN 
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In Bumpers once of full Felicity, 
I drown'd my Cares, and ev'ry Thought was free; 
But now I ſigh the circling Glaſſes round, 


And Caresariſe where once thoſe Cares weredrown'd. 


To Mirth abandon'd, and gay Pleaſantry, 
My anxious Soul for ever thinks on Thee ; 
Thy dear Idea ever fills my Eye, 

For that I languiſh,— and for that I dic. 


THINK not fair Nymph, to happier Fortune born, 
Thy slave unworthy and below thy Scorn; | 
What tho' auſpicious Stars have given thee birth, 
Noble itſelf— but nobler by thy Worth; 

Yet ſuffer one that loves ſo well, ſo true, 

Next to his God, to make his Prayers to you: 
And as for Mercy at your Shrine J ſue, 

Extend that Mercy which to All is due; 

For what ware told the Bleſſed do above, 

Is, that they're merciful, and that they love. 
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Sir 1SAAC NEWTON, 
| Maſter of the MIN r 
IN THE 
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JE O You, Sir, is Multiplier of 
i,» Currant Species, I ſend a Poem 
on the laſt Guixza ; for who 
can be ſo properly its Patron, 
in the beſt Senſe of the Word, as He 
who preſides over the Worth and Forms 
of al the legal Cuincas in the Nation? 
I believe, I could have made a better 
Copy of Verſes on a Thouſand, and it is 
in your Power, if you pleaſe, to try 
the eee of my Genius, which I 


hope 
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288 To Sir Isaac NEwrToON: 
hope will riſe in Proportion to my Golden 


dying Swan, may ſing its own Depar- 
ture, a little of your Aſſiſtance from the 
Mint, would perform much more, by 
turning an Elegy into a Song of Triumph, 


the Cuinca, with Sighs and Tears; for 1 
aſſure you on my Side beforehand, I 
ſhall be glad ro take m) leave with a 
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As You, Sir, are a good Subject, my 
preſent Aim is to remind you, that as 
you ſend the Royal Face abroad, to the 
Terror of the KING Enemies, you would 
ſpare ſome Copies for the Comfort of his 
Friends, of which Number, I aſſure you 
n C 


Dur moſt devoted 
Ferit 


Ann. Mirad. 
1720. 


Friends. Tho the laſt Guix RA, like the 


Then, Sir, you and I, ſhall not Part like 


humble Servant, | 


The AvuTaor. 
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HI Pot, tho written for 

a private Amuſement, had the 
© vl good Fortune to fall into the 
HgZands of ſome Gentlemen, 
— who approving the Deſign, 
were pleaſed to give it ſome Correction, 
and perſuade the Author to make it Pub- 
lick. Having no Liberty of making uſe 


of their Names, his Ambition of an open 


Acknowledgment is ſtifled againſt his In- 


clination. 


ALL the Author has to fear, is the 
Cenſure that may be paſſed on this Perfor- 


mance, as too near reſembling the Subject 
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of Mr. Prilies's Splendid Shilling ;*. ro 
which as he was an entire Stranger, ſo the 
| Reader will obſerve, no Ornaments are 
borrowed from that delicate Original. The 
S$1milies perhaps may 7 too thick ſown; 
but that, it 1s hoped, increaſes the Sur- 
prize, and is no ill Argument of the Au- 
thor's Invention. LY | „ 

IT has no Name before it, and had 
not appeared in Print {or the good Opi- 
mon of the Writer, but that of better 
judges; who being content to have their 
Names in the dark, the Poet deſires the 
| ſame Security from Envy and Cenſure. 


A neat Edition of Mr. Philips's Works (viz. 1. The Splendid Shilling. 
2. Blenheim. z. Cyder. 4. Ode ad Henricum Saint Fohn Armig.) With 
Memoirs of the Life and Writings of Mr. Philips, by Dr. Sewel) is lately 
Printed by H. Curll in the Strand. (Price 25. 6d.) "a 
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Lo GUINEA. 


P OOR Relict of my once known yellow Store, 
X Muſt thou be chang d, and I have Gold no 


more? 


To earn: Thee, oft I've exercis'd my Brain, 
Small the Reward, but grateful was the Pain. 
Thou haſt reliev'd the Troubles of the Day, 
And ſooth'd my Soul. whilſt 1 in Slumbers lay. 
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In Storms at Sea, and Journeys on the Land, 

I had a Friend, whilſt I could Thee command. 

Ive prov'd thy Guide, and thou my Honour's Guard, 
And that we now ſhould part, is wond'rous hard. 
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Tay Mold's the Semblance of that bliſsful Time, 
When want of Wealth was a reproachful Crime: 
From Avarice its guilty Grandeur roſe, 

And ſtill with Vice its gilded Value grows, 
The wicked Magick of its fatal Charms, 
Makes War of Peace, and Friendſhips riſe in Arms. 
Its dire Infection, like the tainting Itch, 
Spreads round th' Ambition of becoming Rich. 
Great is its Worth, but greater its Abuſe, 
Vet Men its Service with theſe Evils chuſe. 

- To make it ſacred, Princes in their Coin, 

The Signs of Empire and their Image join : 
For 'tis prophane on any worthleſs thing, 
To proſtitute the Arms and Figure of a King. 

THov art a CHARLEs—He was a gen'rous Man, 
But much he ſuffer'd e'cr his Reign began. 

May that to me a Change of Fate portend! 

f May Days of Want in Years of Plenty end! 


The 
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The Image bears the Greatneſs of his Mind; 
It ſeems to ſmile and labour to be Kind. 


Wert thou a GeoRGe, I'd ſpare Thee for his ſake, 
And Thee the Guardian of my Fortune make; 


PETE 26 6a e ee eee bee eee deren 


The Charms of GEORGE, fierce Poverty might tame; 


Since Wars and Tyrants own the peaceful Name. 


HERE on this ſide you boaſt the Herald's Part, 
But that's no Cordial for a Poor Man's Heart. 


Here Lyons couch, and there a 5 roars; 
Men rage in want, and are ſerene in Stores. 
The ſterneſt Aſpect ſhew'd the greateſt Mind, 


When by theſe Symbols War was firſt deſign'd. 
There Lillies ſhew the fickle Pride of France, 


Melting away almoſt as they advance; 


No fading thing in Greatneſs can endure, | 
Who's rich to-day, to-morrow may be poor. | 
The Harp there bends its melancholy Strings, 
Ah! Muſic, Sadneſs to the Thoughtful brings. 
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A Grown: ics Honours on the whole conveys, | 
A Sceptre there its Majeſty diſplays; 5 

The Sword defends i it by an awful . 
A double Crois forebodes me ſomething worſe. 
Vain 1 is the Pomp that loads theſe gaudy Fields, 


It dolcful Omens, but no comfort yields. 


You Guineas are good natur d caly Folks, 


Your Principle no Company provokes; ; 


You have no Conſcience, tho an human Shape, | 


Are ling] y dumb, but rattle i in a Heap. 

Vou come with Pleaſure, and depart with Pain, 
As Lovers meet, and take their leave again : : 
You riſe and fall, 


Too true an Emblem of a Courtier's Fate; f 


You court the Worthleſs, anc [nc lect the Beſt, 


As Fools are - moſt by flatt' ring ; Knayes careſt. 


They keep you beſt who leaſt can you employ, 


As Panyehs guard the Fair they can t enjoy. 


14 When 


as Humours take the Great, . 
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When moſt ſecure, you frequently are ſtole, 
As Accidents our purpos d Joys controul. 
Whereer you are, our whole Attention lies, 


As Sylvia is the Centre of all Eyes. 


Of every Virtue you ſupply the Placc, 


Wit to the Mind, and Beauty to the Face. 
The Pope ſtrange Wonders of his Keys may tell, 
But you command his Paradiſe of Hell. 


THov, in thy Time, haſt many Circles run, 


Both Good and Ill, in thy Adventures done. 


' Your Courſe of Life is like a Pilgrim State, 


But adds no Knowledge to thy thoughtleſs Pate: 
As Squires, who travel half the Globe around, 
Wiſe as before, on their Return are found. 

E'er PO waſt mine, thou like a Stateſman's Heart, 
Or veering Winds, couldſt play a different Part, 
The Royal Subject, or the Rebel Act, 


Defend the Church, or propagate a Sect. 


Us Oft 


2906 Aiſcellaneous Potms. © 


— — 


Oft did'ft thou plead a righteous injur'd Cauſe, 
Oft faiſly ſworn, oft made pernicious Laws; 

For Parliament unfaithſul Members choſe, 

And, in Debate, for cither Queſtion roſe z 

Too oft oppos'd the Meaſures of the Court, | 
Then, ſhilting Sides, with Zeal haſt voted fort; 
Oſt in the Field for Liberty haſt fought, 

And Poſts and Honours for the Worthleſs bought. 


O! may thy laſt great Actions, when thou'rt gone, 
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Make rich Amends and former Crimes atone! 
When thou art hang d, exert for me thy Power, 
In Deeds, a Guinea ne'er cflay'd before. | 

The World you know, each old Acquaintance, find, 
Scarch every Treaſure, gather every Friend, 
Till ſhining bright with thouſands in thy Train, 
Thou comiſt. triumphant to my Purſe again. 

"If Monarch like, you bring attcndant Bands, | 
Thy Praiſe ſhall echo from my buſy Hands, | | 
And, when whole Heaps uncelebrated lie, 13 


Fou ſhall be ſung in Verſe that ne'cr can dic, 
As 
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"WM when a Conſul, Victor in the War, 
| Return'd to Rome, in a triumphal Car, 
Midſt valiant Legions marching in Array, 
And Captive Nations, to renown the Day, 
The City hail'd him with deſery'd Applauſe, 
Nor dy'd his Honours with the loud Huzzas; | 
For Arches roſe to ſee the Hero paſs, | 
And ſtill he lives a Conqueror in Brafs. 
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ALAS! this Lecture can't my Pains abate, 
They ſtill increaſe as Ithy Power relate. 
To keep thee ſafe I've faſted now till Noon, 
Nor cool'd my Liver i in the Heats of Fune. 
Sure, of my Grief thou feel iſt a Friendly ſhare, 
While thus! ſigh, and on thy Colour ſtare. ö 
E'en Rocks relent, as wand ring Shepherds mourn, | | 
And doleful Echoes their Complaints return. | 
Hard Steel it (elf, like Ice, diffolves away, | 
When in the Center of collected Day. | | 
| 


Tur | 


| 
i 


1 
4 | 
'F 
| 
Y | 


298. Miſcellaneous Pons. 


Tay Sympathy I ſee, thy Brightneſs fails, 


— BRI 


And Dimneſs Oer thy Radiance now prevails. 
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Tis thy Compaſſion hinders thee to melt, 


i Since Want, alas) would then too ſoon be felt. ; 
f Tho in fige Artiſts ſeldom you delight, : 1 
4 And hate the Poets with a mortal Spite: 
j (An ancient Plaine! ! deduc d from Time to Time, 
i By the worſt Right, Hereditary Rhime,) | 
iN Yet now, as conſcious of my anxious Pain, 
Thon Pity tak ſt, and gladly wouldſt remain, 
As when a Sire is of nine Sons bereft, ; 
The only One, his Age 8 Comfort, left, 
In Death can feel a Parent's bitter Grief, 
Prepar'd to die, would live for his. Relief. 


Where er thou 90 ſt Mankind take Care of thee ; ; 
And yet thou may & from Hand to Hand be toſt, 
Or in ſome Miſer «ruſty Coffers loſt, 
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Warn thou art gone, what ſhall become of n me; I 
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Or purchaſe Port, or be at Ombre play d, 
Or bribe a Strumpet, or debauch a Maid, 

Be ſent to Paris, and employ'd in Stocks, 

Buy Villains Pardon, or Gallants the ne 
Make Judges cen with wholeſome Laws diſnenſ 
And deem that Guilt, which they know Innocence. 
Were it thy hap in the Sout h- Sea to ſwell, 

I might forget this ſorrowful Farewcl 


For there {mall Sums to mighty Treaſures grow, 


As Rills uniting into Rivers flow; 


Or as, when Men ſome diſtant Fame convey, 
The Tale i Improves, and lengrhens with the Way. 


Dear. Deep of Wealth, 1 whoſe attractive force, 
The Golden Streams dire their winding Courſe, 
And, gath' ring Water to ſupply the Main, ect 
The Vales and Mountains of their Moiſture drain, 3 
Proud of their Treaſure, muſically glide, 

And loſe the whole Collection in the Tide: 
„ Ons 


j 
| 
J. 
f 
1 


| 
1 


. 
ih 
Nay + 
ef 
. 
4 
h i 
* 
i 
1 


— 


** — — * 7 
— r.. ͤ[—ꝛ—-THm ̃ 
— Er — — — 
=” —==x CR. — ———— = 
mrs, = > mp Sinn ===, = Ig = 


But eber we part, my beſt Inſtructions take, 
0 mind them well, and mind them for my ſake. 
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Till warm d by Day, they riſe in ſhining Clouds, 
Then viſit Mortals in deſcending Floods ; | 
And paying Hills and Dales the Debts they owe, 
Their former Channel's narrow Banks o'erftow. 
Tue ſilent Main wakes by a gentle Breeze, 
And high-blown Winds torment the lab'ring Seas ; 
The Stocks ſerene ſo Whiſpers diſcompoſe, 


And make them die myſterious as they roſe.” 


If Rumours fly, imported from afar, : 

Of faithleſs Tyrants, or a riſing War, 

Then ſtrange Convulſions they begin to feel, 

Embroil'd by Fame, from high to low they reel. 

Then you may periſh, founder'd in the Storm ; 
For what canſt thou, in ſuch Diſtreſs perform? | 


Yet go thou muſt, tho Storms by powerful Force, 
Should daſh my Hopes! in thy advent rous Courſe. 
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If envious Blaſts the Golden Sea controul, 


And perſecute the Partner of my Soul ; 


cc 


a. 
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Some mighty Neptune, who commands the Deep, 
At thy requeſt will bid the Tempeſt ſleep. 
GEORGE is a Great, a Powerful, Peaceful Lord, 
Empires are huſh, if he but ſpeak the Word. 

But if that God allow the Waves to roar, 

Retreat to Africk's hoſpitable Shore; 
The Land, where Trojans could a Dido find, 
« While Chandos rules, muſt be a Stranger” s Friend. 
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Now Nature calls, and that's a firm Decree, 


Then, precious Piece, once more adieu to thee. 


Ah! bring a Dram— The ſympathizing Glaſs 
Trembles like me, and ſeems to ſhare my Caſe. 


Pleaſure farewel, my Guinea ] deplore; 


Who would not mourn, when he has Gold no more 
O may we meet in more auſpicious Times, 


When Cold on Gold ſhall ſtrike harmoniousChimes! 


We'll 
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We ll ſhare the Joys of a more bliſsful State, 


And wonder at the various Turns of Fate, 
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Fortune with Fortune pleaſantly compare, 


Expericnc'd grow, and feaſt in purer Air. 
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TarsE Silver Shillings with leſs Luſtre ſhine, 


Pale as my Lips, few Days will they be mine. 
Ah! then what ſhall my Pockets freſh recruit, 
Io pay for Lodgings, and an half-worn Suit? 
Keep me from Jay], be Drink of every ſort, 
A Slice of Beef, ſometimes a Pint of Port, 
(Miſers may quaff the foul inſipid Beer; 
Nectar alone a Poet's Soul can cheer.) 

Like Hercules, by an immortal Toil, 

Give that rude Monſter Poverty the Foil, 
And (if the Fates ſhould diſregard my Pray'rs) 
Atleaſt, a Pipe afford, to whiff away my Cares, 
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% Bur now tis time that I begin to ſave, 
For Mine to Silver is a liquid Grave, 
| | And 
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And when no Gold a Poct's Pocket lines, 
'Tis Criminal to taſte the Juice of Vines. 
All Money chang'd, the leſs by changing grows, 

And thro' our Hands with ſilent waſtings flows 

Like Mercury, when pour' d upon the Floor, 
Each Stroke divides, and multiplies the Store, 
This Thing and that we reckon due Expence; 
This we muſt have, nor yet with that diſpenſe : 
And, when no Rents come flowing in as faſt, 
The Purſe is drain'd to Emptineſs at laſt. 
As when a Pool is ſluic'd in all its ſides, 
Thro' ev'ry Vent the ſlip'ry Water glides, 

No living Streams ſupply the ſwift Decay, 


The Source is dry'd, the Riv'lets die away. 
| | by 


' METHINKSI ſee theſe Silver Friends turn few, 


And Halfpence them, as they the Cold, purſue. 


Already Crowns to Jhillings have giv'n Place, 
And theſe aſſume the Guinea ſplendid Grace 
Whilſt 
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Whilſt ONE remains, I will not quite deſpair, 
Hope after Hope ſhall ſtill relieve my Care. | 
And when they're ſpent, as dubious of my Doom, 
IIl cen think what's of ev'ry Piece become. 


So Men in Health nc'er mind how Time decays, 
Nor what conſumes the Treaſure of their Days. 
'Till ebbing Life is to the loweſt wrought, 

When Forms of Horror riſe in ev'ry Thought, 
And in dark Shades Eternity appears, 


One Hour, one Moment's worth a length of Years; 


In Pangs the precious Minutes paſt they view. 
And dreading what's to come, would fain their Day 
renew. 
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Splendid Shillings 


Honos erit huic quoque——Virg. 


All ye NYMPHS, in lawleſs Love's Diſport 
Aſſiduous! whoſe ever open Arms 


Both Day and Night ſtand ready to receive 


The fierce Aſſaults of Britain's Am'rous Sons! 


See a Poem on the ſame Subject (in the Firſs Volume of Mr. Pat- 
tiſon's Poetical Works, pag. 91.) intitled, KTNATMOTENIA: Or, Armour 


tor the Gods, a TALE. | i 


1. Whether 
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Whether in Golden Watch and ſtiff . 
You ſhine i in Play-houſe, or the Drawing Noom +- 
Whores thrice Magnificent! Delight of Kincs, 
And Lords of goodlieſt Note; or in mean Stuffs 
Ply evry Evening near St. Clements Pile, x 

Or Church of fam'd St. Dunſtan F, or in Lane, 
Or Alley's dark Receſs, or open Street, 

Known by white Apron, bart'ring Love with Cit, 
Or ſtroling Lawyer's Clerk at cheapeſt Rate; 
Whether of Needham's or of Jordans Train, * 
Hear, and attend: In ARMOUR'S mighty Praiſe 
I ſing, for ſure tis worthy of a Song. t 
VENUS aſſiſt my Lays, Thou who 9 
In City-Ball Or Courtly-Maſquerade, 


Goddeſs ſupreme ! ſole Authreſs of our Loves 


Pure and impure ! whoſc Province tis to rule 
Not only o'cr the chaſter Marriage-Bed, | 
But filt hieſt Stews, and Houſes of kept Dames! 


— 


8. Clement's Church in the Strand. St. Dunſtan Church 
in F leetſtrect. * Two noted Bawds. | 
tt Carmina ns Dei, certe eſt Dea Car ming $ liga. Ovid, 


* To 
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„To Thee I call, and with a friendly Voice, 
Armour 1 ſing, by Armour now ſecure 

Boldly the willing Maid, by Fear awhile 

Kept virtuous, owns thy Power, and taſtes thy Joys 
Tumultuous ; Joys untaſted but for Thee. 
Unknown big Belly, and the ſquawling Brat, 

Beſt Guard of Modeſty! She riots now. 

Thy“ Vot'ry, in the Fulneſs of thy Bliſs. 

Happy the Man, who in his Pocket keeps, 
Whether with Green or Scarlet Ribband bound, 
A well-made C———He, nor dreads the IIls 
Of Shankers or Cordee, or Buboes Dire 

Thrice happy He — for when in lewd Embrace 
Of Tranſport-feigning Whore, Creature obſcene! 
The cold inſipid Purchaſe of a Crown! 5 
Bleſs'd Chance! Sight ſeldom feen! and moſtly given 
By Templar, or Oxonian——Beſt Support 

Of Drury, and her ſtarv'd Inhabitants ; 

With C— arm'd he wages am rous Fight 


* To thee I call, but with no friendly Voice. Devil in Milton. 
X 2 Fearleſs 
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Fearleſs, ſecure; nor Thought of future Pains 

Reſembling Pricks of Pin and Needle's Point, 

Eer checks his Raptures, or diſturbs his Joys 3 

So AAA, Grecian- Chief, with feven-fold Shield, 

Enormous! brav'd the Trojar's fierceſt Rage; 

While the hot daring Youth, whoſc giddy Luft | 

Or Taſte too exquiſite, in Danger's Spite 

Reſolves upon FRUITION, unimpair'd 

By intervening Armour, C— hight! 

Scarce three Days paſt, bewails the dear-bought Bliſs, 

For now tormented ſore with ſcalding Heat 

Of Urine, dread Fore-runner of a Clap? | 

With Eye repentant, he ſurveys his Shirt 

Diverſify'd with, Spots of yellow Hue, 

Sad Symptom of ten thouſand Woes to come! 

Now no Relief, but from the Surgeon's Hand, 

Or Pill-preſcribing-Leach#, tremendous Sight © © 

To Youth diſcasd! In Garret high he moans = 

His wretched Fate, where vexd with nauſeous 
Draug hits, . 


* An old Word for Doctor. 


And 
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And more afflicting Bolus, he in Pangs 
Unfelt before, curſes the dire Reſult 
Of lawleſs Revelling; from Morn to Eve 
By nevel⸗Keaſing keen Emeticks urg'd ; | 
Nor Nights he now his Grannum's Sage Advice: 
Nor feels he only but in Megrim d Head, 
Head fraught with Horror—Child of Sallow Spleen, 
Millions of idle Whims and Fancies dance 
Alternate, and perplex his labouring Mind. 
What erſt he has been told of ſad Miſchance 7 
Either in Pox or Clap, of falling Noſe, : | 
Scrap d Shins, and Bubs' s Pains, of vile Effect | 
All feels the Youth, or fancies that he feels. 
Nay, be i it but a Cheer, or gentleſt Clap; 
Dis ill-forebodi ing Fears deny him Refl, 

And fancy d Poxes vex his tortur d Bones? 
| Too late convinc'd of Armour ſovereign U ſe. | 
Hall, Manes of Love-propagating Pimp! 5 
Long ſince deceas', and long by me ador'd ; 


Tn ns PIO Brain, by lucky Hit, 
| Or 
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Or Inſpiration, from all-gracious Heaven, 


Firſt ſprang the mighty Secret; Secret to guard | 
From Poiſon virulent of unſound Dame. 

Hail, happy Albion, in whoſe fruitful Land 

The wondrous * Pimp aroſe, from whoſe 3 Skill 
In inmoſt Nature, thou haſt reap'd more Fame, 


More ſolid Glory, than from NEW TON's Toil ; 


 NEWT ON who next is England 85 nobleſt Boaſt: A 


If aught I can preſage, as Smyrna once. 
Chios and Colophon, and Rhodian-Iſle, 
Famous for vaſt Coloſs ; and Argos fair ; 


And Salamis, well known for Grecian Fight 


With mighty XERXES ; and the Source of Arts 


High Athens ! long contended. for the Praiſe 

Of HOMER's Birth-Place, blind, egregious Bard! 
In after Times, ſo ſhall with warm Diſpute 
Europa's rival Cities proudly drive, 


Ambitious each of being deem d the Seat 


Where CONDOMANNUS firſt drew vital ho: 


* A certain Colonel was the Inventor. 8 
Too 
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Too cruel Fate—Partial to Human Race 
To us propitious—— But O hard Decree! 
Why, why ſo long in darkſome Womb of Night 
Dwelt the profound Arcanum, late reveal'd ; 
Say I not rather, why ye niggard Stars, | 
Are not your Bleſſings given unpalld with Ill, 
And Love, your greateſt Bleſſing, free from Curſe, 
Curſe of Diſeaſe ! How many gallant Youths 
Have fallen by the Iron Hand of Death 
Untimely, immature? As if to Love, 
Your everlaſting Purpoſe, were a Crime. 
But O ye Youths born under happier Stars, 
Britannia's chiefeſt Hopes! upon whoſe Cheeks 
Gay Health ſits ſmiling, and whoſe nervous Limbs 
Sweet Eaſe, her Offspring fair! invigorates 
Unbrac'd as yet by foul Contagion, 
Fav'rites of Fortune! let thunhappy Lot 
Of others, teach you timely to beware; 
That when replete with Love, and ſpurr'd by Luft, 
You ſeck the Fair. One in her Cobweb Haunts, 


Or 
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Or when allur d by Touch of paſſing Wench, 
Or caught by Smile inſidious of the Nymph 


Who in Green- Box, at Play-houſe nightly flaunts, 
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i And fondly calls thee to Love's luſcious Feaſt, 

1 0 You cautious ſtay awhile, till fitly arm d 

; || With proper Shield, at  RUMMER beſt ſupply d, 
1 Or never failing * ROSE ; ſo may you thrum 


Th'exſtatick Harlot, and cach joyous Night 
Crown with freſh Raptures; till at laſt unhurt 
And ſated with the Banquets you retire. 


By me fore warn d, thus may you ever ; tread 


Love's pleaſing Paths in bleſt Security. 


* Two 8 Taverns, near 8 
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